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THE 



PREFACE. 




\H E following Collection of Plays 
needs no other Recommendation, 
than that they were writ by the in- 
comparable Mrs. A. Behn ; a P erf on 
whofe Chara£ter is fo univerfally known, and 
whofe Performances have met with fuck a general 
Applaufe, that 'tis needlefs to befpeak the Readers' 
Favour on her behalf. Her Poems, Novels, 
Tranflations , and feveral other Compofures, both 
in Profe and Verfe, have gairid her a lafting 
Efieem among the Maflers of Wit and Senfe. 
But above all, her Theatrical Performances have 
entitled her to fuck a diflinguifhing Character in 
that way, as exceeds That of any of the Poets of 
this Age, Sir William Davenant and Mr. Dry- 
den excepted. Mofl of 'em had the good Fortune 
to pleafe upon the Stage, and all of 'em loudly 
proclaim the Fancy and excellent A bilities of our 
A uthorefs. Thofe who had the Happinefs to be 
A 2 per- 
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perfonally acquainted with her, were fo charm! d 
with her Wit, Freedom of Temper, and agreeable 
Converfation, that they in a manner ador'd her. 
And indeed we need no greater Proof of her 
Excellency in all the Endozvments both of Body 
and Mind, than her Acquaintance and Intimacy 
with the more fenfible part of Mankind, and the 
Love fhe drew from Men of all Ranks. 

hi fine, her Character among the Wits of the 
Age, is fully and happily exprefs'dby Sir Charles 
Cotton in the following Lines. 

Some Hands write fome things well, and elfe- 

where lame, 
But on all Themes your Power is the fame ; 
Of Buskin and of Sock you know the Pace, 
And tread in both with equal Skill and Grace : 
But when you write of Love, Aflrcea, then 
Love dips Arrows, where you wet your Pen : 
Such charming Lines did never Paper grace, 
Soft as your Sex, as fmooth as Beauty's Face. 



THE 



PLAYS 

Written by the Late 

Ingenious Mrs. BEHN. 

In Four Volumes. 
Vol. I. 



CONTAINING, 

I. The Rover; or, the Banish'd 
Cavaliers. 

II. The Second Part of the fame. 

III. The Dutch Lover. 

IV. The Roundheads; or, the Good 
Old Cause. 

The Third Edition. 



LONDON; 

Printed for Mary Poulson, and fold by 
A. Bettesworth in Pater-noJier-Row, and 
F. Clay without Temple-Bar, M.DCC.XXIV. 



( I ) 




THE 

ROVE R, 

O R, T H E 

Banifk 'd Cavaliers. 

PART I . 



PROLOGUE, 

Written by a Perfon of Quality. 



ITS-, like Phyficians-, never can agree, 
When of a different Society j 
And RaberV Drops were never more cry r d 
down 

By all the Learned Do clors of the Town, 
Than a new Play, whofe Author is unknown : 
* Vox L. JB 
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Nor can thofe Doclors with more Malice fue 
( And powerful Purfes) the diffenting Few, 
Than thofe with an infulting Pride, do rail 
At all who are not of their own Cabal. 

If a Young Poet hit your Humour right, 
You judge him then out of Revenge and Spite; 
So amongfi Men there are ridiculous Elves, 
Who Monkeys hate for being too like themf elves : 
So that the Reafon of the Grand Debate, 
Why Witfo oft is damn'd, when good Plays take, 
Is, that you cenfure as you love or hate. 
Thus, like a learned Conclave, Poets fit 'y 
Catholick Judges both of Senfe and Wit, 
And damn orfave, as they themf elves think fit. 
Yet thofe who to others Faults arefofevere, 
Are notfoperfecl, but themf elves may err. 
Some write correcl indeed, but then the whole 
{Bating their own dull Stuff i y th' Play) is ftole : 
As Bees do fuck from Flowers their Honey-dew, 
So they rob others, fir iving to please you. 

Some write their Characlers genteel and fine, 
But then they dofo toil for every Line, 
That what to you does eafy feem, and plain, 
Is the hard IJfue of their labouring Brain. 
Andfojne ffi Effecls of all their Pains we fee, 
Is but to mimick good Extempore. 
Others by long Co7iverfe about the Town, \ 

Have Wit enough to write a leud Lampoon, \ ■■ 

But their chief Skill lies in a Baudy Song. J 

In fhort, the only Wit that's now in Fafhion 
Is but the Gleanings of good Converfation. 
As for the Author of this coming Play, \ 

I ask'd him what he thought fit I fhould say, I 

In thanks for your good Company to day ; ) 

He calPd me Fool, and f aid it was well known, 
You came not here for our fakes, but your own. 
New Plays are fluffed with Wits, and with Debauches^ 
That croud andfweat like Cits in May-day Coaches. 

Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Don Antonio, the Vice-Roy's Son, Mr. Jevorne. 

Don Pedro, a Noble Spaniard,his Friend, Mr. Medburne. 
Belvile , an Englijh Colonel, in love , Mr % Betterto7U 

with Florinda, j 

Willmore, the R O VE R, Mr. .S0M/& 

Frederick, an Englijh Gentleman, and ) M r^chi* 

Friend to ^/w7* and Blunt, ) Mr * cmww - 

Blunt, an Englijh Country Gentleman, Mr. Underhill. 
Stephano, Servant to Don Pedro, Mr. Richards. 

Philippo, Lucettds Gallant, Mr. Percival. 

Sancho, Pimp to Lucetta, Mr. John Lee. 

Bisky and Sebajlian, two Bravoes to Angelica. 
Officers and Soldiers. 
Page to Don Antonio. 



WOMEN. 

Florinda, Sifter to Don Pedro, Mrs. Betterton. 

Hellena, a gay young Woman defign'd \ M #.._„ 
for a Nun, and Sifter to Florinda, $ Mrs ' ^^ 
" Valeria, a Kinfwoman to Florinda, Mrs. Hughs. 

^Angelica Bianca, a famous Curtezan, Mrs. Gwin. 
-Moretta, her Woman, Mrs. Leigh. 

'Callis, Governefs to Florinda and #*/- *> Mrg> ^^ 

Lucetta, a jilting Wench, Mrs. Gillow. 

Servants, other Mafqueraders, Men and Women. 

SCENE Naples, in Carnival-time. 
B 2 ACT 
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ACT I. SCENE I. A Chamber. 

Enter Florinda and Hellena. 

Fl° r * ISFSFBH' HAT an impertinent thing is a young 
Girl bred in a Nunnery ! How full of 
Questions ! Prithee no more Hellena ; 
I have told thee more than thou under- 
fland'fl already. 

Hell. The more's my Grief ; I wou'd fain know as much 
as you, which makes me fo inquifitive ; nor is't enough to 
know you're a Lover, unlefs you tell me too, who 'tis you 
figh for. 

Flor. When you are a Lover, Til think you fit for a 
Secret of that nature. 

Hell. 'Tis true, I was never a Lover yet but I be- 
gin to have a fhreud Guefs, what 'tis to be fo, and 
fancy it very pretty to figh, and fmg, and blufh and 
wifh, and dream and wifh, and long and wifli to fee the 
Man ; and when I do, look pale and tremble ; juft as you 
did when my Brother brought home the fine Engli/h^ 

Colonel to fee you what do you call him? Dori 

Belvile. 

Flor. Fie Hellena. \ 



Hell. That Blufh betrays you -I am fure 'tis fo- 



or is it Don Antonio the Vice-Roy's Son ? — —or peh 
haps the rich old Don Vincentio, whom my Father de- 
figns for your Husband ? Why do you blufh again ? f 

Flor. With Indignation ; and how near foever nvj 
Father thinks I am to marrying that hated Object, I mal- 
let him fee I underfland better what's due to my Beauty, 
Birth and Fortune, and more to my Soul, than to obey 
thofe unjuft Commands. 

Hell. Now hang me, if I don't love thee for that dear 
Difobedience. I love Mifchief flrangely, as moft of our 

Sex do, who are come to love nothing elfe But 

tell 
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tell me, dear Florinda, don't you love that fine An- 

glefe? for I vow next to loving him my felf, 'twill 

pleafe me mofl that you do fo, for he is fo gay and fo 
handfom. 

Flor. Hellena, a Maid defign'd for a Nun ought not 
to be fo curious in a Difcourfe of Love. 

Hell. And doft thou think that ever 111 be a Nun ? Or 
at leaft till Fm fo old, Fm fit for nothing elfe. Faith 
no, Sifter ; and that which makes me long to know whe- 
ther you love Belvile, is becaufe I hope he has fome mad 
Companion or other, that will fpoil my devotion ; nay 
Fm refolv'd to provide my felf this Carnival, if there be 
e'er a handfom Fellow of my Humour above Ground, 
tho I ask firfl. 

Flor. Prithee be not fo wild. 

Hell. Now you have provided your felf with a Man, 
you take no Care for poor me — Prithee tell me, what 

doft thou fee about me that is unfit for Love have not 

I a world of Youth ? a Humour gay ? a Beauty paffa- 
ble? a Vigour defirable? well fhap'd? clean limb'd? 
fweet breath' d ? and Senfe enough to know how all thefe 
ought to be employed to the befl Advantage : yes, I do 
and will. Therefore lay afide your Hopes of my For- 
tune, by my being a Devotee, and tell me how you came 
acquainted with this Belvile ; for I perceive you knew 
him before he" came to Naples. 

Flor. Yes, I knew him at the Siege of Pampelona, he 
was then a Colonel of French Horfe, who when the 
Town was ranfack'd, nobly treated my Brother and my 
felf, preferving us from all Infolencies ; and I mull own 
(befides great Obligations) I have I know not what, that 
pleads kindly for him about my Heart, and will fuffer no 
other to enter — But fee my Brother. 
/ Enter Don Pedro, Stephano, with a Mafquing Habit, 
and Callis. 

Pedro. Good morrow Siller. Pray when faw you your 
Lover Don Vincentiof 

Flor. I know not, Sir Callis, when was he here ? 

for I confider it fo little, I know not when it was. 

B 3 Pedro. 



6 The Rover; or, 

Pedro. I have a Command from my Father here to 
tell you, you ought not to defpife him, a Man of fo vaft 

a Fortune, and fuch a Paffion for you Stephano me- 

thinks [Puts on his Mafquing Habit. 

Flor. A Paffion for me ! 'tis more than e'er I faw, or 

had a defire mould be known 1 hate Vincentio, and 

I would not have a Man fo dear to me as my Brother 
follow the ill Cuftoms of our Country, and make a Slave 

of his Sifter And Sir, my Father's Will, I'm fure, 

you may divert. 

Pedro. I know not how dear I am to you, but I wifh 
only to be rank'd in your Efleem, equal with the Englijh 

Colonel Belvile Why do you frown and blufh? Is 

there any Guilt belongs tcKhe Name of that Cavalier ? 

Flor. I'll not deny I value Belvile, when I was expos'd 
to fuch Dangers as the licens'd Lull of common Soldiers 
threatned, when Rage and Conquefl flew thro the 

City then Belvile, this Criminal for my fake, threw 

himfelf into all Dangers to fave my Honour, and will you 
not allow him my Efteem ? 

Pedro. Yes, pay him what you will in Honour 

but you muft confider Don Vincentid's Fortune, and the 
Jointure he'll make you. 

Flor. Let him confider my Youth, Beauty and Fortune ; 
which ought not to be thrown away on his Age and 
Jointure. 

Pedro. 'Tis true, he's not fo young and fine a Gen- 
tleman as that Belvile but what Jewels will that Cava* 

lier prefent you with ? thofe of his Eyes and Heart ? 

Hell. And are not thofe better than any Don Vincen- 
tio has brought from the Indies ? 

Pedro. Why how now ! Has your Nunnery-breedingf 
taught you to underftand the Value of Hearts and Eyes i 

Hell. Better than to believe Vincentio deferves Value 

from any Woman He may perhaps encreafe her 

Bags, but not her Family. 

Pedro. This is fine Go up to your Devotion, you 

are not defign'd for the Converfation of Lovers. 

Hell. Nor Saints yet a while I hope. [A fide. 

Is't not enough you make a Nun of me, but you muft 

caft 
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cafl my Sifter away too, expofmg her to a worfe confine- 
mentthan a religious Life ? 

Pedro. The Girl's mad Is it a Confinement to be 

carr/d into the Country, to an antient Villa belonging 
to the Family of the Vincentitfs thefe five hundred Years, 
and have no other Profpect than that pleafmg one of fee- 
ing all her own that meets her Eyes — a fine Air, large 
Fields and Gardens, where fhe may walk and gather 
Flowers ? 

Hell. When? By Moon-Light ? For I'm fure fhe dares 
not encounter with the heat of the Sun ; that were a Task 
only for Don Vincentio and his Indian Breeding, who 

loves it in the Dog-days And if thefe be her daily 

Divertifements, what are thofe of the Night, to lie in a 
wide Moth-eaten Bed-Chamber with Furniture in Fafhion 
in the Reign of King Sancho the Firft ; the Bed that 
which his Forefathers liv'd and dy'd in. 

Pedro. Very well. 

Hell. This Apartment (new furbifht and fitted out for 
the young Wife) he (out of Freedom) makes his Dref- 
fmg-room ; and being a frugal and a jealous Coxcomb, 
inftead of a Valet to uncafe his feeble Carcafe, he defires 

you to do that Office Signs of Favour, IT1 affure you, 

and fuch as you muft not hope for, unlefs your Woman 
be out of the way. 

Pedro. Have you done yet ? 

Hell. That Honour being paft, the Giant ftret dies it 
felf, yawns and fighs a Belch or two as loud as a Musket, 
throws himfelf into Bed, and expecls you in his foul 
Sheets, and e'er you can get your felf undreft, calls you 

with a Snore or two And are not thefe fine Blef- 

fmgs to a young Lady ? 

Pedro. Have you done yet ? 

Hell. And this Man you muft kifs, nay, you muft kifs 

none but him too and nuzle thro his Beard to find his 

Lips — • — and this you muft fubmit to for threefcore Years, 
and all for a Jointure. 

Pedro. For all your Character of Don Vincentio, fhe 
is as like to marry him as fhe was before. 

Hell 
B 4 
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Hell. Marry Don Vincentio! hang me, fuch a Wedlock 
would be worfe than Adultery with another Man : I had 
rather fee her in the Hqftel de Dieu, to wafte her Youth 
there in Vows, and be a Handmaid to Lazers and Crip- 
ples, than to lofe it in fuch a Marriage. 

Pedro. You have confider'd, Sifter, that Belvile has no 
Fortune to bring you to, is banifht his Country, defpis'd 
at home, and pity'd abroad. 

Hell. What then? the Vice-Roy's Son is better than 
that Old Sir Fifty. Don Vincentio / Don Indian ! he 
thinks he's trading to Gambo ftill, and wou'd barter him- 
self (that Bell and Bawble) for your Youth and Fortune. 

Pedro. Callis, take her hence, and lock her up all this 
Carnival, and at Lent fhe fhall begin her everlafting Pe- 
nance in a Monaftery. 

Hell. I care not, I had rather be a Nun, than be oblig'd 
to marry as you wou'd have me, if I were defign'd for't. 

Pedro. Do not fear the Bleffing of that Choice 

you fhall be a Nun. 

Hell. Shall I fo? you may chance to be mjftaken in 

my way of Devotion A Nun ! yes I am like to make 

a fine Nun ! I have an excellent Humour for a Grate : 
No, Pll have a Saint of my own to pray to fhortly, if I 
like any that dares venture on me. {A fide. 

Pedro. Callis, make it your Bufmefs to watch this wild 
Cat. As for you Florinda, Fve only try'd you all this 
while, and urg'd my Father's Will ; but mine is, that you 
would love Antonio, he is brave and young, and all that, 

can compleat the Happinefs of a gallant Maid This; 

Abfence of my Father will give us opportunity to free you 
from Vincentio, by marrying here, which you muft do to 
morrow. 

Flor. To morrow ! 

Pedro. To morrow, or 'twill be too late 'tis not 

my Friendfhip to Antonio, which makes me urge this, but 

Love to thee, and Hatred to Vincentio therefore 

refolve upon't to morrow. 

Flor. Sir, I fhall flrive to do, as fhall become your 
Sifter. 

Pedro. 
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Pedro. I'll both believe and truft you Adieu. 

[Ex. Ped. and Steph. 

Hell. As become his Sifter ! That is, to be as refol- 

ved your way, as he is his [Hell, goes to Callis. 

Flor. I ne'er till now perceiv'd my Ruin near, 
I've no Defence againfl Antonio's Love, 
For he has all the Advantages of Nature, 
The moving Arguments of Youth and Fortune. 

Hell. But hark you, Callis, you will not be fo cruel 
to lock me up indeed : will you ? 

Call. I muft obey the Commands I hate befides, 

do you confider what a Life you are going to lead ? 

Hell. Yes, Callis, that of a Nun : and till then I'll be 
indebted a World of Prayers to you, if you let me now 
fee, what I never did, the Divertifements of a Carni- 
val. 

Call. What, go in Mafquerade? 'twill be a fine fare- 
well to the World I take it pray what wou'd you 

do there ? 

Hell. That which all the World does, as I am told, 

be as mad as the reft, and take all innocent Freedom 

Sifter, you'll go too, will you not? come prithee be not 

fad We'll out-wit twenty Brothers, if you'll be ruled 

by me Come put off this dull Humour with your 

Clothes, and affume one as gay, and as fantaflick as the 
Drefs my Coufm Valeria and I have provided, and let's 
ramble. 

Flor. Callis, will you give us leave to go ? 
, Call. I have a youthful Itch of going my felf. \Afide. 

■ Madam, if I thought your Brother might not know 

it, and I might wait on you, for by my troth I'll not truft 
'young Girls alone. 

! Flor. Thou fee'ft my Brother's gone already, and thou 
fhalt attend and watch us. 

Enter Stephano. 

Steph. Madam, the Habits are come, and your Coufm 
Valeria is dreft, and flays for you. 

Flor. 'Tis well I'll write a Note, and if I chance 

to see Belvile, and want an opportunity to fpeak to him, 

that 
B5 
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that fhall let him know what I've refolv'd in favour of 
him. 
Hell. Come, let's in and drefs us. {Exeunt. 

SCENE II. A long Street. 

Enter Belvile melancholy, Blunt and Frederick. 
- Fred. Why, what the Devil ails the Colonel, in a time 
when all the World is gay, to look, like mere Lent thus ? 
Hadfl thou been long enough in Naples to have been in 
love, I mould have fworn fome fuch Judgment had be- 
fall'n thee. 

Belv. No, I have made no new Amours fince I came 
to Naples. 

Fred. You have left none behind you in Paris. 

Belv. Neither. 

Fred. I can't divine the Caufe then; unlefs the old 
Caufe, the want of Mony. 

Blunt. And another old Caufe, the want of a Wench — 
Wou'd not that revive you ? , 

Belv. You're miftaken, Ned. 

Blunt. Nay, 'Sheartlikins, then thou art pail Cure. 

Fred. I have found it out ; thou haft renew'd thy Ac- 
quaintance with the Lady that coft thee fo many Sighs at 

the Siege of Pampelona pox on't, what d'ye call 

her her Brother's a noble Spaniard Nephew 

to the dead General Florinda ay, Florinda ~. 

And will nothing ferve thy turn but that damn'd virtuous 
Woman, whom on my Confcience thou lov'ft in fpite 
too, becaufe thou feeft little or no poffibility of gaining 
her? 

Belv. Thou art miftaken, I have Intereft enough in 
that lovely Virgin's Heart, to make me proud and vain, 
were it not a bated by the Severity of a Brother, who per- 
ceiving my Happinefs 

Fred. Has civilly forbid thee the Houfe ? 

Belv. 'Tis fo, to make way for a powerful Rival, 

the Vice-Roy's Son, who has the advantage of me, in 

being a Man of Fortune, a Spaniard, and her Brother's 

Friend ; which gives him liberty to make his Court, whilft 

/ 1 
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I have recourfe only to Letters, and, diftant Looks from 
her Window, which are as foil and kind as thofe which 
Heav'n fends down on Penitents. 

Blunt. Hey dey ! 'Sheartlikins, Simile ! by this Light 

the Man is quite fpoil'd Frederick, what the Devil are 

we made of, that we cannot be thus concerned for a 

Wench ? 'Sheartlikins, our Cupids are like the Cooks 

of the Camp, they can roaft or boil a Woman, but they 
have none of the fine Tricks to fet 'em off, no Hogoes 
to make the Sauce pleafant, and the Stomach fharp. 

Fred. I dare fwear I have had a hundred as young, 
kind and handfom as this Florinda ; and Dogs eat me, . 
if they were not as troublesom to me i'th' Morning as 
they were welcome o'er night. 

Blunt. And yet, I warrant, he wou'd not touch ano- 
ther Woman, if he might have her for nothing. 

Belv. That's thy Joy, a cheap Whore. J 

Blunt. Why, 'dfheartlikins, I love a frank Soul 

When did you ever hear of an honeft Woman that took 

a Man's Mony? I warrant 'em good ones But, 

Gentlemen, you may be free, you have been kept fo poor 
with Parliaments and Protectors, that the little Stock you 

have is not worth preferving but I thank my Stars, I 

had more Grace than to forfeit my Eftate by Cavaliering. 

Belv. Methinks only following the Court fhould be 
fufncient to entitle 'em to that. 

Blunt. 'Sheartlikins, they know I follow it to do it no 
good, unlefs they pick a hole in my Coat for lending you 
Mony now and then ; which is a greater Crime to my 
Confcience, Gentlemen, than to the Common-wealth. 
Enter Willmore. 

Will. Ha ! dear Belvile / noble Colonel ! 

Belv. Willmore! welcome afhore, my dear Rover ! 

what happy Wind blew us this good Fortune ? 

Will. Let me falute you my dear Fred, and then com- 
mand me How is't honeft Lad ? 

Fred. Faith, Sir, the old Complement, infinitely the 

better to fee my dear mad Willmore again Prithee 

why camefl thou afhore ? and where's the Prince ? 

Will. He's well, and reigns flill Lord of the watery 

Element 
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Element I.muft aboard again within a Day or two, 

and my Bufmefs afhore was only to enjoy my felf a little 
this Carnival. 

Belv. Pray know our new Friend, Sir, he's but bafhful, 
a raw Traveller, but honeft, flout, and one of us. 

{Embraces Blunt. 

Will. That you efteem him, gives him an Interefl here. 

Blunt. Your Servant, Sir. 

Will. But well Faith Fm glad to meet you again 

in a warm Climate, where the kind Sun has its god-like 
Power Hill over the Wine and Women. — Love and Mirth 
are my Bufmefs in Naples ; and if I miftake not the Place, 
here's an excellent Market for Chapmen of my Humour. 

Belv. See here be thofe kind Merchants of Love you 
look for. „ 

Enter fever al Men in mafquing Habits, fome playing on 

Mufck, others dancing after; Women drefl like Cur- 

tezans, with Papers pinn'd to their Breafls, and Baf 

kets of Flowers in their Hands. 

Blunt. 'Sheartlikins, what have we here ? 

Fred. Now the Game begins. 

Will. *Fme pretty Creatures! may a Stranger have 

leave to look and love? What's here Rofes 

for eveqy Month ! {Reads the Paper. 

Blunt. Rofes for every Month ! what means that ? 

Belv. They are, or wou'd have you think they're Cur- 
tezans, who here in Naples are to be rnYd by the Month. 

Will, kind and obliging to inform us -Pray where 

do thefe Rofes grow ? I would fain plant fome of ; em 
in a Bed of mine. 

Worn. Beware fuch Rofes, Sir. 

Will. A Pox of Fear : I'll be bak'd with thee between '■ 
a pair of Sheets, and that's thy proper Still, fo I might | 

but flrow fuch Rofes over me and under me Fair 

one, wou'd you wou'd give me leave to gather at your 
Bufh this idle Month, I wou'd go near to' make fome 
Body fmell of it all the Year after. 

Belv. And thou haft need of fuch a Remedy, for thou 
ftinkeft of Tar and Rope-ends, like a Dock or Peflhoufe. 

[The Woman puts her felf into the Hands of a Man, 
and Exit. Will 
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Will. Nay, nay, you fhall not leave me fo. 

Belv. By all Means ufe no Violence here. 

Will. Death 1 juft as I was going to be damnably in 
love, to have her led off! I could pluck that Rofe out 
of his Hand, and even kifs the Bed, the Bufh it grew in. 

Fred. No Friend to Love like a long Voyage at Sea. 

Blunt. Except a Nunnery, Fred. 

Will. Death ! but will they not be kind, quickly be 
kind? Thou know'ft Pm no tame Signer, but a ram- 
pant Lion of the Forefl. 
Two Men drejl all over with Horns of fever al forts, 

making Grimaces at one another, with Papers pinned on 

their Backs, advance from the farther end of the Scene. 

Belv. Oh the fantaftical Rogues, how they are drefs'd ! 
'tis a Satir againft the whole Sex. 

Will. Is this a Fruit that grows in this warm Country ? 

Belv. Yes : 'Tis pretty to fee thefe Italians ftart, fwell, 
and flab at the Word Cuckold, and yet flumble at Horns 
on every Threfhold. 

Will. See what's on their Back Flowers for every 

Night. {Reads. 

Ah Rogue ! And more fweet than Rofes of ev'ry 

Month ! This is a Gardiner of Adam's own breeding. 

[They dance. 

Belv. What think you of thofe grave People? is 

a W T ake in Effex half fo mad or extravagant ? 

Will. I like their fober grave way, 'tis a kind of legal 
authoriz'd Fornication, where the Men are not chid fort, 
nor the Women defpis'd, as amongft our dull Englifh; 
even the Monfieurs want that part of good Manners. 

Belv. But here in Italy a Monfieur is the humbleft befl- 

bred Gentleman Duels are fo baffled by Bravo's, 

that an Age fhews not one, but between a French7nan and 
a Hang-man, who is as much too hard for him on the 
Piazza, as they are for a Dutchman on the new Bridge — 
But fee another Crew. 
Enter Florinda, Hellena, and Valeria, drefl like Gipfies ; 

Callis and Stephano, Lucetta, Philippo and Sancho in 

Mafqtierade. 

Hell. Sifter, there's your Englifhman, and with him a 

handfom 
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handfom proper Fellow- I'll to him, and inftead- of 

telling him his Fortune, try my own. 

Will. Gipfies, on my Life Sure thefe will prattle 

if a Man crofs their Hands. [Goes to Hellena] 

Dear pretty (and I hope) young Devil, will you tell an 
amorous Stranger what Luck he's like to have ? 

Hell. Have a care how you venture with me, Sir, left 
I pick your Pocket, which will more vex your Engli/h 
Humour, than an Italian Fortune will pleafe you. 

Will. How the Devil cam'ft thou to know my Country 
and Humour ? 

Hell. The firft I guefs by a certain forward Impudence, 
which does not difpleafe me at this time ; and the Lofs 
of your Mony will vex you, becaufe I hope you have but 
very little to lofe. 

Will. Egad Child, thou'rt iW right; it is fo little, I 

dare not offer it thee for a Kindnefs But 4 ' cannot 

you divine what other things of more value I have about 
me, that I would more willingly part with ? 

Hell. Indeed no, that's the Bufmefs of a Witch, and I 

am but a Gipfy yet Yet, without looking in your 

Hand, I have a parlous Guefs, 'tis fome foolifh Heart 
you mean, an inconftant Englijh Heart, as little worth 
ftealing as your Purfe. 

Will. Nay, then thou doft deal with the Devil, that's 
certain— — Thou haftguefs'd as right as if thou hadft been 

one of that Number it has languifht for 1 find 

you'll be better acquainted with it ; nor can you take it in 
a better time, for I am come from Sea, Child ; and Ve- 
nus not being propitious to me in her own Element, I 

have a world of Love in ftore Wou'd you would 

be good-natur'd, and take fome on't off my Hands. 

Hell. Why — I could be inclin'd that way \ 

but for a foolifh Vow I am going to make-; to die" 

a Maid. 

Will. Then thou art damn'd without Redemption ; and 
as I am a good Chriflian, I ought in charity to divert fo 

. wicked a Defign therefore prithee dear Creature, let 

me know quickly when and where I fhall begin to fet, a 
helping hand to fo good a Work. 

Hell 
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Hell. If you fhould prevail with my tender Heart (as I 
begin to fear you will, for you have horrible loving Eyes) 
there will be difficulty in't that you'll hardly undergo for 
my fake. 

Will. Faith Child, I have been bred in Dangers, and 
wear a Sword that has been employed in a worfe Caufe, 

than for a handfom kind Woman Name the 

Danger let it be any thing but a long Siege, and 

Til undertake it. 
Hell. Can you ftorm ? 
Will. Oh, mofl furioufly. 

Hell. What think you of a Nunnery-wall ? for he that 
wins me, mull gain that firft. 

Will. A Nun ! Oh how I love thee for't ! there's no 
Sinner like a young Saint Nay, now there's no de- 
nying me : the old Law had no Curfe (to a Woman) 
like dying a Maid ; witness Jefihthds Daughter. 

Hell. A very good Text this, if well handled ; and I 
perceive, Father Captain, you would impofe no fevere 
Penance on her who was inclin'd to confole her felf be- 
fore fhe took Orders. 

Will. If fhe be young and handfom. 

Hell. Ay, there's it but if fhe be not- 

Will. By this Hand, Child, I have an implicit Faith, 

and dare venture on thee with all Faults befides, 

'tis more meritorious to leave the World when thou hall lafl- 
ed and prov'd the Pleafure on't, than 'twill be a Virtue 
in thee, which now will be pure Ignorance. 

Hell. I perceive, good Father Captain, you defign only 

to make me fit for Heaven but if on the contrary 

you fhould quite divert me from it, and bring me back to 
the World again, I fhould have a new Man to feek I find ; 

and what a Grief that will be for when I begin, I 

fancy I fhall love like any thing : I never try'd yet. 

Will. Egad, and that's kind Prithee, dear Crea- 
ture, give me Credit for a Heart, for faith I'm a very 

honefl Fellow Oh, I long to come firft to the Banquet 

of Love ; and fuch a fwinging Appetite I bring 

Oh, I'm impatient. Thy Lodging, Sweet-heart, thy 
Lodging, or I'm a dead Man ! 

Hell. 
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Hell. Why mull we be either guilty of Fornication or 

Murder, if we converfe with you Men ? And is there 

no difference between leave to love me ; and leave to lie 
with me ? 

Will. Faith, Child, they were made to go together. 

Lucet. Are you fure this is the man ? {Pointing to Blunt. 

Sancho. When did I miftake your Game ? 

Lucet. This is a ftranger, I know by his gazing ; if 
he be brisk he'll venture to follow me ; and then, if I 
understand my Trade, he's mine : he's Englifh too, and 
they fay that's a fort of good-natur'd loving People, and 
have generally fo kind an Opinion of themfelves, that a 
Woman with any Wit may flatter 'em into any fort of 
Fool fhe pleafes. 

Blunt. 'Tis so fhe is taken— I have Beauties 

which my falfe Glafs at home did not difcover. 

[She often ftqffes by Blunt, and gazes on him ; he 
flruts, and cocks, and walks, and gazes on her. 

Flor. This Woman watches me fo, I fhall get no Op* 
portunity to difcover my felf to him, and fo mifs the in* 

tent of my coming But as I was faying, Sir ■ — 

by this Line you fhouldbe a Lover. {Looking in his Hand. 

Belv. I thought how right you guefs'd, all Men are in 

love, or pretend to be fo Come, let me go, 

I'm weary of this fooling. [Walks away. 

Flor. I will not, till you have confefs'd whether the 
Paffion that you have vow'd Florinda be true or falfe. 

[She holds him, hejirives to get from her. 

Belv. Florinda 1 [Turns quick towards her. 

Flor. Softly. 

Belv. Thou haft nam'd one will fix me here for ever. 

Flor. She'll be difappointed then, who expects you 

this Night at the Garden-gate, and if you'll fail not 

as let me fee the other Hand — you will go near to do — 
fhe vows to die or make you happy. [Looks on Callis, 

Belv. What canft thou mean ? who obferves 'em. 

Flor. That which I fay Farewel. [Offers to go. 

Belv. Oh charming Sybil ftay, complete that Joy, \ 

which, as it is, will turn into Diftraclion ! Where 

:muft I be ? at the Garden-gate ? I know it- at night, 

you 
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you fay I'll fooner forfeit Heaven than difobey. 

-Enter Don Pedro and other Mafquers, and pafs over 
the Stage. 

Call. Madam, your Brother's here. 

Flor. Take this to inftruc~l you farther. 

[Gives him a Letter ; and goes off. 

Fred. Have a care, Sir, what you promise ; this may be 
a Trap laid by her Brother to ruin you. 

Belv. Do not difturb my Happinefs with Doubts. 

[Opens the Letter. 

Will. My dear pretty Creature, a Thoufand Bleffmgs on 
thee ; Hill in this Habit, you fay, and after Dinner at this 
Place. 

Hel. Yes, if you will fwear to keep your Heart, and 
not beftow it between this time and that. 

Will. By all the little Gods of Love I fwear, Pll leave 
it with you ; and if you run away with it, thofe Deities 
of Juflice will revenge me. [Ex. all the Women. 

Fred. Do you know the Hand ? 

Belv. 'Tis Florindds. 
All Bleffmgs fall upon the virtuous Maid. 

Fred. Nay, no Idolatry, a fober Sacrifice Pll allow 
you. 

Belv. Oh Friends ! the welcom'ft News, the fofteft 
Letter ! — nay, you fhall fee it ; and could you now be fe- 
rious, I might be made the happieft Man the Sun mines 
on. 

Will. The Reafon of this mighty Joy ? 

Belv. See how kindly fhe invites me to deliver her from 

the threatned Violence of her Brother will you not 

affift me? 

Will. I know not what thou mean'ft, but Pll make one 

at any Mifchief where a Woman's concerned but 

fhe'll be grateful to us for the Favour, will fhe not ? 

Belv. How mean you ? 

Will. How fhould I mean ? Thou know'ft there's but 
one way for a Woman to oblige me. 

Belv. Don't prophane the Maid is nicely virtuous. 

Will. Who pox, then fhe's fit for nothing but a Huf- 
band ; let her e'en go, Colonel. 

2 Vol. I. Fred. 
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Fred. Peace, fhe's the Coloners Miftrefs, Sir. 

Will. Let her be the Devil ; if fhe be thy Miftrefs, I'll 

ferve her name the way. 

Belv. Read here this Poftfcript. [Gives him a Letter. 
Will. [Reads.] At Ten at night at the Garden- 
Gate — of which, if I cannot get the Key, I will contrive 
a way over the Wall — come attended with a Friend or 

two. Kind heart, if we three cannot weave a String 

to let her down a Garden- Wall, 'twere pity but the Hang- 
man wove one for us all. 

Fred. Let her alone for that : your Woman's Wit, your 
fair kind Woman, will out-trick a Brother or a Jew, and 

contrive like a J emit in Chains but fee, Ned Blunt is 

floln out after the Lure of a Damfel. f Ex. Blunt and Lucet. 

Belv. So he'll fcarce find his way home again, unlefs 

we get him cryM by the Bell-man in the Market-place, 

and 'twou'd found prettily a loft Englifh Boy of 

Thirty. 

Fred. I hope 'tis fome common crafty Sinner, one that 
will fit him ; it may be fhe'll fell him for Peru, the 
Rogue's fturdy and would work well in a Mine ; at lead 
I hope fhe'll drefs him for our Mirth ; cheat him of all, 
then have him well-favour'dly bang'd, and turn'd out na- 
ked at Midnight. 

Will. Prithee what Humour is he of, that you wilh him 
fo well ? 

Belv. Why, of an English Elder Brother's Humour, 
educated in a Nurfery, with a Maid to tend him till Fif- 
teen, and lies with his Grand-mother till he's of Age ; one 
that knows no pleafure, beyond riding to the next Fair, or 
going up to London with his right Worfhipful Father in 
Parliament-time ; wearing gay Clothes, or making ho- 
nourable Love to his Lady Mother's Landry-Maid : gets 
drunk at a Hunting- Match, and ten to one then gives 

fome Proofs of his Prowefs A pox upon him, he's 

our Banker, and has all our Calh about him, and if he 
fail we are all broke. 

Fred. Oh let him alone for that matter, he's of a 
damn'd ftingy Quality, that will fecure our Stock ; I know 
not in what Danger it were indeed, if the Jilt mould pre- 
tend • 
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tend fhe's in love with him, for 'tis a kind believing Cox- 
comb ; otherwife if he part with more than a Piece of 
Eight — geld him : for which offer he may chance to be 
beaten, if me be a Whore of the firfl Rank. 

Belv. Nay the Rogue will not be eafily beaten, he's flout 
enough ; perhaps if they talk beyond his Capacity, he may 
chance to exercife his Courage uponfome of them ; elfe I 'am 
fure they'll find it as difficult to beat as to pleafe him. 

Will. 'Tis a lucky Devil to light upon fo kind a Wench ! 

Fred. Thou hadfl a great deal of talk with thy little 
Gipfy, coud'fl thou do no good upon her ? for mine was 
hard-hearted. 

Will. Hang her, fhe was fome damn'd honefl Perfon of 
Quality, I'm fure, fhe was fo very free and witty. If 
her Face be but anfwerable to her Wit and Humour, I 
wou'd be bound to Conflancy this Month to gain her. In 
the mean time, have you made no kind Acquaintance 
fince you came to Town ? — you do not ufe to be honefl 
fo long, Gentlemen. 

Fred. Faith Love has kept us honefl, we have been all 
fir'd with a Beauty newly come to Town, the famous 
Paduana Angelica Bianca. 

Will. What, the Miflrefs of the dead SpaniJIi General ? 

Belv. Yes, fhe's now the only ador'd Beauty of all the 
Youth in Naples, who put on all their Charms to appear 
lovely in her fight, their Coaches, Liveries, and them- 
felves, all gay, as on a Monarch's Birth-Day, to attraci 
the Eyes of this fair Charmer, while fhe has the Pleafure 
to behold all languifh for her that fee her. 

Fred. 'Tis pretty to fee with how much Love the Men 
regard her, and how much Envy the Women. 

Will. What Gallant has fhe ? 

Belv. None, fhe's expos'd to Sale, and four Days in 
the Week fhe's yours for fo much a Month. 

Will. The very Thought of it quenches all manner of 
Fire in me yet prithee let's fee her. 

Belv. Let's firfl to Dinner, and after that we'll pafs the 

Day as you pleafe but at Night ye mufl all be at my 

Devotion. 

Will. I will not fail you. [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT II. Scene I. The Long Street. 

Enter Belvile and Frederick in Mafquing-Habits, and 

Willmore in his own Clothes, with a Vizard in his 

Hand. 
Will. "O U T why thus difguis'd and muzzl'd ? 

.D Belv. Becaufe whatever Extravagances we com- 
mit in thefe Faces, our own may not be oblig ; d to an- 
fwer 'em. 

Will. I Ihou'd have chang'd my Eternal Buff too ; but 
no matter, my little Gipfy wou'd not have found me out 
then : for if fhe fhou'd change hers, it is impoffible I 

mould know her, unlefs I mould hear her prattle A 

Pox on't, I cannot get her out of my Head : Pray Hea- 
ven, if ever I do fee her again, fhe prove damnable ugly, 
that I may fortify my felf againft her Tongue. 

Belv. Have a care of Love, for o' my confcience fhe 
was not of a Quality to give thee any hopes. 

Will. Pox on ; em, why do they draw a Man in then ? 
She has play'd with my Heart fo, that 'twill never lie flill, 
till I have met with fome kind Wench, that will play the 

Game out with me Oh for my Arms full of foft, 

white, kind Woman ! fuch as I fancy Angelica. 

Belv. This is her Houfe, if you were but in flock to 
get admittance ; they have not din'd yet ; I perceive the 
Picture is not out. 

Enter Blunt. 

Will. I long to fee the Shadow of the fair Subflance, 
a Man may gaze on that for nothing. 

Blunt. Colonel, thy Hand — and thine Fred. I have 
been an Afs, a deluded Fool, a very Coxcomb from my 
Birth till this Hour, and heartily repent my little Faith. 

Belv. What the Devil's the matter with thee Ned? 

Blunt. Oh fuch a Miftrefs, Fred, fuch a Girl ! 

Will. Ha ! where ? Fred. Ay where I 

Blunt. So fond, fo amorous, fo toying and fine ! 
and all for fheer Love, ye Rogue ! Oh how me lookt and 

kifs'd i 
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kifs'd ! and footh'd my Heart, from my Bofom. I cannot 
think I was awake, and yet methinks I fee and feel her 

Charms ftill Fred. Try if fhe have not left the 

Tafte of her balmy Kiffes upon my Lips 

IKiffes him. 

Belv. Ha, ha, ha ! Will. Death Man, where is fhe ? 

Blunt. What a Dog was I to ftay in dull England fo 

long How have I laught at the Colonel when he 

figh'd for Love ! but now the little Archer has reveng'd 
him, and by his own Dart, I can guefs at all his Joys, 
which then I took for Fancies, mere Dreams and Fables — 
Well, I'm refolv'd to fell all in Effex, and plant here for 
ever. 

Belv. What a Bleffmg 'tis, thou haft a Miftrefs thou 
dar'ft boaft of ; for I know thy Humour is rather to have 
a proclaimed Clap, than a fe'cret Amour. 

Will. Doll know her Name ? 

Blunt. Her Name ? No, 'sheartlikins : what care 1 

for Names ? 

She's fair, young, brisk and kind, even to ravifhment : 
and what a Pox care I for knowing her by another Title. 

Will. Didft give her any thing ? 

Blunt. Give her ! Ha, ha, ha ! why, fhe's a 

Perfon of Quality That's a good one, give her ! 

'sheartlikins dofl think fuch Creatures are to be bought? 
Or are we provided for fuch a Purchafe ? Give her quoth 
ye? Why fhe prefented me with this Bracelet, for the 
Toy of a Diamond I us'd to wear : No, Gentlemen, Ned 

Blunt is not every Body She expecls me again to 

night. 

Will. Egad that's well ; we'll all go. 

Blunt. Not a Soul : No, Gentlemen, you are Wits ; 
I am a dull Country Rogue, I. 

Fred. Well, Sir, for all your Person of Quality, I fhall 
be very glad to underftand your Purfe be fecure ; 'tis our 
whole Eftate at prefent, which we are loth to hazard in 
one Bottom : come, Sir, unload. 

Blunt. Take the neceffary Trifle, ufelefs now to me, 

that am belov'd by fuch a Gentlewoman 'sheartlikins 

Money ! Here take mine too. 

Fred. 
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Fred. No, keep that to be cozen'd, that we may- 
laugh. 

Will. Cozen'd ! Death ! wou'd I cou'd meet 

with one, that wou'd cozen me of all the Love I cou'd 
fpare to night. 

Fred. Pox 'tis fome common Whore upon my Life. 

Blunt. A Whore ! yes with fuch Clothes ! fuch Jew- 
els ! fuch a Houfe ! fuch Furniture, and so attended ! a 
Whore ! 

Belv. Why yes, Sir, they are Whores, tho they'll nei- 
ther entertain you with Drinking, Swearing, or Baudy ; 
are Whores in all those gay Clothes, and right Jewels ; 
are Whores with great Houfes richly furnifht with Velvet 
Beds, Store of Plate, handfome Attendance, and fine 
Coaches, are Whores and errant ones. 

Will. Pox on't, where do thefe fine Whores live ? 

Belv. Where no Rogue in Office yclep'd Conftables 
dare give 'em Laws, nor the Wine-infpir'd Bullies of the 
Town break their Windows ; yet they are Whores, tho 
this EJfex Calf believe them Persons of Quality. 

Blunt. 'Sheartlikins, /are all Fools, there are things a- 
bout this EJfex Calf, that Ihall take with the Ladies, be- 
yond all your Wit and Parts This Shape and Size, Gen- 
tlemen, are not to be defpis'd ; my Wafte tolerably long, 
with other inviting Signs that shall be namelefs. 

Will. Egad I believe he may have met with fome Per- 
fon of Quality that may be kind to him. 

Belv. Doll thou perceive any fuch tempting things a- 
bout him, fhou'd make a fine Woman, and of Quality, 
pick him out from all Mankind, to throw away her Youth 

and Beauty upon, nay, and her dear Heart too ? no, 

no, Angelica has rais'd the Price too high. 

Will. May fhe languifh for Mankind till fhe die, and be 
damn'd for that one Sin alone. 

Enter two Bravoes, and hang up a great Picture of An- 
gelical, again/I the Balcony, and two little ones at 

each fide of the Door. 

Belv. See there the fair Sign to the Inn, where a Man 
may lodge that's Fool enough to give her Price. 

[Will, gazes on the Piclure. 
.Blunt 
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Blunt. 'Sheartlikins, Gentlemen, what's this ? 

Belv. A famous Curtezan that's to be fold. 

Blunt. How ! to be fold ! nay then I have nothing to 
fay to her — fold ! what Impudence is pradlis'd in this 

Country? with Order and Decency Whoring's efta- 

blilh'd here by virtue of the Inquifition Come let's be 

gone, I'm fare we're no Chapman for this Commodity. 

Fred. Thou art none, I'm hire, unlefs thou coud'fl 
have her in thy Bed at the Price of a Coach in the Street. 

Will. How wondrous fair fhe is a Thoufand 

Crowns a Month by Heaven as many Kingdoms 

were too little. A plague of this Poverty of which 

I ne'er complain, but when it hinders my Approach to 
Beauty, which Virtue ne'er cou'd purchafe. 

[Turns from the Piclure. 

Blunt. What's this ? [Reads] A Thotisand Crowns 

a Month 1 

- 'Sheartlikins, here's a Sum ! hire 'tis a mistake. 

Hark you Friend, does fhe take or give fo much 

by the Month ! 

Fred. A Thoufand Crowns ! Why, 'tis a Portion for 
the Infanta. 

Blunt. Hark ye Friends, won't me truft ? 

Brav. This is a Trade, Sir, that cannot live by Credit. 

Enter Don Pedro in Mafquerade, follow' 'd by Stephano. 

Belv. See, here's more Company, let's walk off a while. 
[Pedro Reads. [Exeunt Englifh. 

Enter Angelica and Moretta in the Balcony, and draw 
a Silk Curtain. 

Ped. Fetch me a Thoufand Crowns, I never wifht to 
buy this Beauty at an eafier Rate. [Paffes off. 

Ang. Prithee what faid thofe Fellows to thee ? 

Brav. Madam, the firfl were Admirers of Beauty only, 
but no purchafers ; they were merry with your Price and 
Picture, laught at the Sum, and so pafl off. 

Ang. No matter, I'm not difpleas'd with their rallying ; 
their Wonder feeds my Vanity, and he that wifhes to buy, 
gives me more Pride, than he that gives my Price can 
make me Pleafure. 

Brav. 
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Brav. Madam, the laft I knew thro all his Dif- 
guifes to be Don Pedro, Nephew to the General, and 
who was with him in Pampelona. 

Ang. Don Pedro! my old Gallant's Nephew! When 
his Uncle dy'd, he left him a vaft Sum of Money; it is he 
who was fo in love with me at Padua, and who us'd to 
make the General fo jealous. 

Moret. Is this he that us'd to prance before our Win- 
dow, and take fuch care to fhew himfelf an amorous Afs ? 
if I am not miflaken, he is the likeliefl man to give your 
Price. 

Ang. The Man is brave and generous, but of an Hu- 
mour fo uneafy and inconflant, that the Victory over 
his Heart is as foon loft as won ; a Slave that can add little 
to the Triumph of the Conquerour : but Inconftancy's 
the Sin of all Mankind, therefore Fm refolv'd that no- 
thing but Gold fhall charm my heart. 

Moret. Fm glad on't ; 'tis only Intereft that Women 
of our Profeffion ought to confider : tho I wonder what 
has kept you from that general Difeafe of our Sex fo long, 
I mean that of being in love. 

Ang. A kind, but fullen Star, under which I had the Hap- 
pinefs to be born ; yet I have had no time for Love ; the 
braved and nobleft of Mankind have purchas'd my Favours 
at fo dear a Rate, as if no Coin but gold were current 

with our Trade But here's Don Pedro again, fetch me 

my Lute — for 'tis for him or Don Antonio the Vice- 
Roy's Son, that I have fpread my Nets. 
Enter at one Door Don Pedro, and Stephano ; Don Antonio 

and Diego at the other Door, with People following him 

in Mafquerade, antickly attir'd, fome with Mu/ick : 

they both go up to the Pitture. 

Ant. A thoufand Crowns ! had not the Painter flatter'd 
her, I fhou'd not think it dear. 

Pedro. Flatter'd her ! by Heaven he cannot. I have 
feen the Original, nor is there one Charm here more than 
adorns her Face and Eyes ; all this foft and fweet, with a 
certain languifhing Air, that no Artift can reprefent. 

Ant. What I heard of her Beauty before had fiYd my 
Soul, but this confirmation of it has blown it into a flame. 
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Pag. Sir, I have known you throw away a thoufand 
Crowns on a worfe Face, and tho y' are near your Mar- 
riage, you may venture a little Love here ; Florinda 

will not mifs it. 

Pedro. Ha ! Florinda / Sure 'tis Antonio. 

Ant. Florinda ! name not thofe diflant Joys, there's 
not one thought of her will check my Paffion here. 

Pedro. Florinda fcorn'd ! and all my hopes defeated 
of the poffemon of Angelica ! [A Noife of a Ltde above. 
Ant. gazes up.] Her Injuries by Heaven he mail not 
boafl of. [Song to a Lute above. 

SONG. 

WHen T)amonfrfl began to love, 
He languifht in a/oft Defire, 
And knew not how the Gods to move, 
To lejfen or increafe his Fire. 
For Caslia in her charming Eyes 
Wore all Lovers Sweet, and all his Cruelties. 
II. 
But as beneath a Shade he lay, 
Weaving of Flow 1 rs for Caslia's Hair, 
She chandd to lead her Flock that way, 
And f aw the am'rous Shepherd there. 
She gaz'd around upon the Place, 
And f aw the Grove {refe?nbling Night) 
To all the Joys of Love invite, 
Whilfl guilty Smiles and Blufhes drefl her Face. 
At this the bafhful Youth all Tranf port grew, 
And with kind Force he taught the Virgin how 
To yield what all his Sighs cou'd never do. 

Ant. By Heav'n fhe's charming fair ! 

[Angelica throws open the Curtains, and bows to 
Antonio, who pulls off his Vizard, and bows and 
blows up Kiffes. Pedro unfeen looks in his Face. 
Pedro. 'Tis he, the falfe Antonio / 
Ant. Friend, where muft I pay my offering of Love ? 

[To the Bravo. 
My Thoufand Crowns I mean. 

Vol. I. C Pedro, 
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Pedro. That Offering I have defign'd to make, 
And yours will come too late. 

Ant. Prithee be gone, I fhall grow angry elfe, 
And then thou art not fafe. 

Pedro. My Anger may be fatal, Sir, as yours ; 
And he that enters here may prove this Truth. 

Ant. I know not who thou art, but I am fure thou'rt 
worth my killing, and aiming at Angelica. 

[They draw and fight. 

Enter Willmore and Blunt, who draw and part 'em. 

Blunt. 'Sheartlikins, here's fine doings. 

Will. Tilting for the Wench Fm fure —nay gad, 

if that wou'd win her, I have as good a Sword as the bed 

of y e p u t U p p U t up, and take another time and 

place, for this is defign'd for Lovers only. 

[They all put up. 

Pedro. We are prevented ; dare you meet me to mor- 
row on the Molo ? 
For Fve a Title to a better quarrel, 
That of Florinda, in whofe credulous Heart 
Thou'ft made an Int'reft, and deftroy'd my Hopes. 

Ant. Dare ? 
I'll meet thee there as early as the Day. 

Pedro. We will come thus difguifd, that whofoever 
chance to get the better, he may efcape unknown. 

Ant. It fhall be fo. [Ex. Pedro and Stephano. 

Who fhou'd this Rival be ? unlefs the Englijh Colonel, 
of whom Pve often heard Don Pedro fpeak ; it muft be 
he, and time he were removed, who lays a Claim to all 
my Happinefs. 

[Willmore having gatfd all this while on the 
Picture, pulls down a little one. 

Will. This Pofture's loofe and negligent, 
The Sight on't wou'd beget a warm defire 
In Souls, whom Impotence and Age had chill'd. 
This mull along with me. 

Brav. What means this rudenefs, Sir ? reflore the 

Picture. 

Ant. Ha ! Rudenefs committed to the fair Angelica! — 
Reflore the Picture, Sir. 

Will. 
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Will. Indeed I will not, Sir. 

Ant. By Heav'n but you fhall. 

Will. Nay, do not fhew your Sword ; if you do, by 

this dear Beauty 1 will fhew mine too. 

Ant. What right can you pretend to't ? 

Will. That of Poffeffion which I will maintain- 

you perhaps have iooo Crowns to give for the Original. 
Ant. No matter, Sir, you fhall refiore the Picture. 
Ang. Oh Moretta / what's the matter ? 

[Ang. and Moret. above. 
Ant. Or leave your Life behind. 

Will. Death ! you lye 1 will do neither. 

Ang. Hold I command you, if for me you fight. 
[They fight, the Spaniards join with Antonio, Blunt 
laying on like mad. They leave off and bow. 

Will. How heavenly fair fhe is ! ah Plague of 

her Price. 

Ang. You Sir in Buff, you that appear a Soldier, that 
firft began this Infolence. 

Will. 'Tis true, I did fo, if you call it Infolence for a 
Man to preferve himfelf; I faw your charming Picture, 
and was wounded : quite thro my Soul each pointed 
Beauty ran ; and wanting a Thoufand Crowns to pro- 
cure my Remedy, I laid this little Picture to my Bofom 

which if you cannot allow me, I'll refign. 

Ang. No, you may keep the Trifle. 

Ant. You fhall firft ask me leave, and this. 

{Fight again as before. 
Enter Belv. and Fred, who join with the Englifh. 

Ang. Hold; will you ruin me? Biskey, Sebastian, 

part them. {The Spaniards are beaten off. 

Moret. Oh Madam, we're undone, a pox upon that 
rude Fellow, he's fet on to ruin us .: we fhall never fee 
good days, till all thefe fighting poor Rogues are fent to 
the Gallies. 

Enter Belvile, Blunt and Willmore, with their Shirts 

bloody. 
Blunt. 'Sheartlikins, beat me at this Sport, and 111 
ne'er were Sword more. 

Belv. The Devil's in thee for a mad Fellow, thou art 
C 2 ' always 
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always one at an unlucky Adventure. Come let's be 

gone whilft we're fafe, and remember thefe are Spaniards, 
a fort of People that know how to revenge an Affront. 

[To Will. 

Fred. You bleed ; I hope you are not wounded. 

Will. Not much : a plague upon your Dons, 

if they fight no better they'll ne'er recover Flanders. 

What the Devil was't to them that I took down the Pic- 
ture? 

Blunt. Took it ! 'Sheartlikins, we"ll have the great 

one too ; 'tis ours by Conqueft, Prithee help me up, 

and I'll pull it down. 

Ang. Stay Sir, and e'er you affront me further, let me 

know how you durft commit this Outrage To you I 

fpeak Sir, for you appear like a Gentleman. 

Will. To me, Madam ? Gentlemen, your Servant. 

[Belv. Jiays him. 

Belv. Is the Devil in thee ? Do'ft know the danger of 
entring the Houfe of an incens'd Curtezan ? 

Will. I thank you for your care but there are other 

matters in hand, there are, tho we have no great Temp- 
tation. Death ! let me go. 

Fred. Yes, to your Lodging, if you will, but not in 

here. Damn thefe gay Harlots by this Hand I'll 

have as found and handfome a Whore for a Patacoone* 
—Death, Man, fhe'll murder thee. 

Will. Oh ! fear me not, fhall I not venture where a 
Beauty calls ? a lovely charming Beauty ? for fear of dan- 
ger ! when by Heaven there's none fo great as to long 
for her, whilft I want Money to purchafe her. 

Fred. Therefore 'tis lofs of time, unlefs you had the 
thoufand Crowns to pay. 

Will. It may be fhe may give a Favour, at leaft I fhall 
have the pleafure of faluting her when I enter, and when 
I depart. 

Belv. Pox, fhe'll as foon lie with thee, as kifs thee, 
and fooner flab than do either you fhall not go. 

Ang. Fear not, Sir, all I have to - wound with, is my 
Eyes. 

Blunt. 
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Blunt. Let him go, 'Sheartlikins, I believe the Gen- 
tlewoman means well. 

Belv. Well, take thy Fortune, we'll expedl you in the 
next Street. Farewell Fool, farewell 

Will. B'ye Colonel [Goes in. 

Fred. The Rogue's ftark mad for a Wench. {Exeunt. 

SCENE A fine Chamber. 

Enter Willmore, Angelica, and Moretta. 
Ang. Infolent Sir, how durft you pull down my Pic- 
ture ? 

Will. Rather, how durft you fet it up, to tempt poor 
amorous Mortals with fo much Excellence? which I find 
you have but too well confulted by the unmerciful price 

you fet upon't. Is all this Heaven of Beauty fhewn 

to move Defpair in thofe that cannot buy ? and can you 
think the effects of that Defpair fhou'd be lefs extrava- 
gant than I have fhewn ? 

Ang. I fent for you to ask my Pardon, Sir, not to ag- 
gravate your Crime. 1 thought I mould have feen you 

at my Feet imploring it. 

Will. You are deceived, I came to rail at you, and 
talk fuch Truths too, as mail let you fee the Vanity of 
that Pride, which taught you how to fet fuch a Price on 
Sin. For fach it is, whilft that which is Love's due is 
meanly barter'd for. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, alas good Captain, what pity 'tis 
your edifying Dodtrine will do no good upon me — — 
Moretta, fetch the Gentleman a Glafs, and let him fur- 

vey himfelf, to fee what Charms he has, and guefs 

my Bufmefs. [Afide in a foft Tone. 

Moret. He knows himfelf of old, I believe thofe 
Breeches and he have been acquainted ever fmce he was 
beaten at Worcejler. 

Ang. Nay, do not abufe the poor Creature. 

Moret. Good Weather-beaten Corporal, will you march 

off? we have no need of your Doclrine, tho you have of 

our Charity ; but at prefent we have no Scraps, we can 

afford no kindnefs for God's fake ; in fine, Sirrah, the 

C 3 Price 
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Price is too high i'th' Month for you, therefore troop, I 
fay. 

Will. Here, good Fore- Woman of the Shop, ferve 
me, and I'll be gone. 

Morel. Keep it to pay your Landrefs, your Linen 
ftinks of the Gun-Room ; for here's no felling by Retail. 

Will. Thou haft fold plenty of thy ftale Ware at a 
cheap Rate. 

Morel. Ay, the more filly kind Heart I, but this is an 

Age wherein Beauty is at higher Rates. In fine, you 

know the price of this. 

Will. I grant you 'tis here fet down a thoufand Crowns 

a Month Baud, take your black Lead and fum 

it up, that I may have a Piflole-worth of thefe vain gay 
things, and I'll trouble you no more. 

Morel. Pox on him, he'll fret me to Death : 

abominable Fellow, I tell thee, we only fell by the whole 
Piece. 

Will. 'Tis very hard, the whole Cargo or nothing — 
Faith, Madam, my Stock will not reach it, I cannot be 

your Chapman. Yet I have Countrymen in Town, 

Merchants of Love, like me ; I'll fee if they! put for a 
Ihare, we cannot lofe much by it, and what we have no 

ufe for, we'll fell upon the Friday's Mart, at Who 

gives more ? I am fludying, Madam, how to purchafe you, 
tho at prefent I am unprovided of Money. 

Ang. Sure this from any other Man would anger me — 

nor mall he know the Conqueft he has made Poor 

angry Man, how I defpife this railing. 

Will. Yes, I am poor — but I'am a Gentleman, 
And one that fcorns this Bafenefs which you pradlife. 
Poor as I am, I would not fell my felf, 
No, not to gain your charming high-priz'd Perfon. 
Tho I admire you flrangely for your Beauty, 
Yet I contemn your Mind. 

' — -And yet I wou'd at any rate enjoy you ; 

At your own rate but cannot See here 

The only Sum I can command on Earth ; 
I know not where to eat when this is gone : 
Yet fuch a Slave I am to Love and Beauty, 

This 
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This lafl Pll facrifice to enjoy you. 

— —Nay, do not frown, I know you are to be bought, 

And wou'd be bought by me 

For a mean trifling Sum, if I could pay it down. 

Which happy knowledge I will flill repeat, 

And lay it to my Heart, it has a Virtue in't, 

And foon will curfe thofe Wounds your Eyes have made. 

— And yet — there's fomething fo divinely powerful there — 

Nay, I will gaze to let you fee my Strength. 

[Holds her, looks on her, and ftaufes and fighs. 

By Heaven, bright Creature 1 would not for the 

World thy Fame were half fo fair as is thy Face. 

[Tttrns her away fro?n him. 
Ang. His words go thro me to the very Soul. [AJlde. 

If you have nothing elfe to fay to me. 

Will. Yes, you mail hear how infamous you are 

For which I do not hate thee : 

But that fecures my Heart, and all the Flames it feels 

Are but fo many Lufls, 

I know it by their fudden bold intrufion. 

The Fire's impatient and betrays, 'tis falfe 

For had it been the purer Flame of Love, 
I mould have pin'd and languifh'd at your Feet, 
E'er foun4 the Impudence to have difcover'd it. 
I now dare ftand your Scorn, and your Denial. 
Moret. Sure file's bewitcht, that fhe can ftand thus 

tamely, and hear his faucy railing. Sirrah, will you be 

gone? 

Ang. How dare you take this liberty? Withdraw. 

[To Moret. 

Pray tell me, Sir, are you not guilty of the fame 

mercenary Crime ? When a Lady is propofed to you for 
a Wife, you never ask, how fair, difcreet, or virtuous 

fhe is ; but what's her Fortune which if but fmall, 

you cry She will not do my bufmefs and bafely 

leave her, tho fhe languifh for you. Say, is not this 

as poor ? 

Will. It is a barbarous Cuftom, which I will fcorn to 
defend in our Sex, and do defpife in yours. 

Ang. Thou art a brave Fellow ! put up thy Gold, and 
C 4 know, 
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know, that were thy Fortune large, as is thy Soul, 
thou fhouldfl not buy my Love, couldft thou forget thofe 
mean effects of Vanity, which fet me out to fale ; and 
as a Lover, prize my yielding Joys. Canft thou believe 
the/1 be entirely thine, 
Without confidering they were mercenary ? 

Will. I cannot tell, I mufl bethink me firft ha, 

Death, I'm going to believe her. [A fide. 

Ang. Prithee confirm that Faith or if thou canft 

not — flatter me a little, 'twill pleafe me from thy Mouth. 

Will. Curfe on thy charming Tongue ! doft thou return 
My feign'd Contempt with fo much fubtilty ? [A fide. 

Thou'ft found the eafieft way into my Heart, 
Tho I yet know that all thou fay'ft is falfe. 

[ Turning from her in a Rage. 

Ang. By all that's good 'tis real, 
I never lov'd before, tho oft a Miftrefs. 
Shall my firft Vows be flighted ? 

Will. What can fhe mean ? [Afide. 

Ang. I find you cannot credit me. [In an angry tone. 

Will. I know you take me for an errant Afs, 
An Afs that may be footh'd into Belief, 
And then be us'd at pleafure. 

But, Madam, I have been fo often cheated 
By perjufd, foft, deluding Hypocrites, 
That I've no Faith left for the cozening Sex, 
Efpecially for Women of your Trade. 

Ang. The low efteem you have of me, perhaps 
May bring my Heart again : 
For I have Pride that yet furmounts my Love. 

[She turns with Pride, he holds her. 

Will. Throw off this Pride, this Enemy to Blifs, 
And fhew the Power of Love : 'tis with thofe Arms 
I can be only vanquifht, made a Slave. 

Ang. Is all my mighty Expectation vanifht ? 

— No, I will not hear thee talk, thou haft a Charm 

In every word, that draws my Heart away. 
And all the thoufand Trophies I defigri'd, 

Thou haft undone Why art thou foft ? 

Thy Looks are bravely rough, and meant for War. 

Could 
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Could thou not florm on ftill ? 

I then perhaps had been as free as thou. 

Will. Death ! how fhe throws her Fire about my Soul ! 

[Afide. 

Take heed, fair Creature, how you raife my Hopes, 

Which once affum'd pretend to all Dominion. 

There's not a Joy thou haft in ftore 

I fhall not then command : 

For which I'll pay thee back my Soul, my Life. 

Come, let's begin th ; account this happy minute. 

Ang. And will you pay me then the Price I ask ? 

Will. Oh, why doft thou draw me from an awful Wor- 
fhip, 
By fhewing thou art no Divinity ? 
Conceal the Fiend, and fhew me all the Angel ; 
Keep me but ignorant, and Til be devout, 
And pay my Vows for ever at this Shrine. 

{Kneels, and kiffes her Hand. 

Ang. The Pay I mean is but thy Love for mine. 
Can you give that ? 

Will. Intirely — come, let's withdraw : where I'll re- 
new my Vows, and breathe ; em with fuch Ardour, 

thou fhalt not doubt my Zeal. 

Ang. Thou haft a Power too flrong to be refitted. 

[Ex. Will, and Angelica. 

Moret. Now my Curfe go with you — Is all our Pro- 
ject fallen to this ? to love the only Enemy to our Trade ? 
Nay, to love such a Shameroon, a very Beggar ; nay, a 
Pirate-Beggar, whofe Bufmefs is to rifle and be gone, a 
No-Purchafe, No-Pay Tatterdemalion, an English Picca- 
roon ; a Rogue that fights for daily Drink, and takes a 

Pride in being loyally loufy Oh, I could curfe now, 

if I durft This is the Fate of most Whores. 

Trophies, which from believing Fops we win, 
Are Spoils to thofe who cozen us again. 
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ACT III. SCENEI. A Street. 

Enter Florinda, Valeria, Hellena, in Antiok different 
Dreffes from what they were in before, Callis attending. 

Flor, T Wonder what should make my Brother in fo ill 
JL a Humour : I hope he has not found out our 
Ramble this Morning. 

Hell. No, if he had, we fhould have heard on't at both 
Ears, and have been mew'd up this Afternoon ; which I 

would not for the World fhould have happened Hey 

ho ! I'm fad as a Lover's Lute. 

Val. Well, methinks we have learnt this Trade of Gip- 
fies as readily as if we had been bred upon the Road to 
Lorettoj and yet I did fo fumble, when I told the Stran- 
ger his Fortune, that I was afraid I fhould have told my 

own and yours by miflake But methinks Hellena 

has been very ferious ever fmce. 

Flor. I would give my Garters fhe were in love, to be 
reveng'd upon her, for abufing me— How is't Hellena ? 

Hell. Ah ! would I had never feen my mad Mon- 

fieur and yet for all your laughing I am not in 

love and yet this fmall Acquaintance, o'my Confci- 

ence, will never out of my Head. 

Val. Ha, ha, ha. — — ■ ■ ■ " ■ I laugh to think how thou 
art fitted with a Lover, a Fellow that, I warrant, loves 
every new Face he fees. 

Hell. Hum he has not kept his Word with me 

here and may be taken up that Thought is 

not very pleasant to me- what the Duce mould 

this be now that I feel ? 

Val. What is't like? • 

Hell. Nay, the Lord knows : — but if I fhould 

be hanged, I cannot chufe but be angry and afraid, when 
I think that mad Fellow fhould be in love with any Body 

but me What to think of my felf I know not — 

Would I could meet with fome true damn'd Gipfy, that I 
might know my Fortune. 

Val. Know it ! why there's nothing fo eafy : thou wilt 

love 
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love this wandring Inconftant till thou find'fl thy felf hang- 
ed about his Neck, and then be as mad to get free again. 

Flor. Yes, Valeria ; we mail fee her beflride his Bag- 
gage-horfe, and follow him to the Campaign. 

Hell. So, f o ; now you are provided for, there's no 

care taken of poor me But fmce you have fet my 

Heart a wifhing, I am refolv'd to know for what. I 
will not die of the Pip, fo I will not. 

Flor. Art thou mad to talk fo ? Who will like thee 
well enough to have thee, that hears what a mad Wench 
thou art ? 

Hell. Like me ! I don't intend every he that likes me 
fhall have me, but he that I like : I fhou'd have flaid in 
the Nunnery ,ftill, if I had lik'd my Lady Abbefs as well 
as fhe lik'd me. No, I came thence, not (as my wife 
Brother imagines) to take an eternal Farewel of the 
World, but to love and to be belov'd ; and I will be be- 
lov'd, or I'll get one of your Men, fo I will. 

Val. Am I put into the Number of Lovers ? 

Hell. You I my Couz, I know thou art too good-na- 
tur'd to leave us in any Defign : Thou won't venture a 
Call, tho thou comefl off a Lofer, efpecially with fuch a 

Gamefler 1 obferv'd your Man, and your willing 

Ears incline that way ; and if you are not a Lover, 'tis an 
Art foon learnt that I find. {Sighs. 

Flor. I wonder how you learnt to love fo eafily, I had 
a thoufand Charms to meet my Eyes and Ears, e'er I 
cou'd yield ; and 'twas the knowledge of Belvilis Merit, 

not the furprizing Perfon, took my Soul Thou art 

too rafh to give a Heart at firft fight. 

Hell. Hang your confidering Lover ; I ne'er thought 
beyond the Fancy, that 'twas a very pretty, idle, filly 
kind of Pleafure to pafs ones time with, to write little, 
foft, nonfenfical Billets, and with great difficulty and dan- 
ger receive Anfwers ; in which I fhall have my Beauty 
prais'd, my Wit admir'd (tho little or none) and have 
the Vanity and Power to know I am defirable ; then I 
have the more Inclination that way, becaufe I am to be a 
Nun, and fo fhall not be sufpecled to have any fuch earth- 
ly Thoughts about me But when I walk thus 

and 
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and ugh thus they'll think my Mind's upon my Mo- 
nailery, and cry, how happy 'tis fhe's fo refolv'd ! 

But not a Word of Man. 

Flor. What a mad Creature's this ! 

Hell. I'll warrant, if my Brother hears either of you 
figh, he cries (gravely) — I fear you have the Indifcretion 
to be in love, but take heed of the Honour of our 
Houfe, and your own unfpotted Fame ; and fo he con- 
jures on till he has laid the foft-wing'd God in your Hearts, 

or broke the Birds-neft But fee here comes your 

Lover : but where's my inconftant ? let's step afide, and 

we may learn fomething. [Go afide. 

Enter Belvile, Fred, and Blunt. 

Belv. What means this ? the Picture's taken in. 

Blunt. It may be the Wench is good-natur'd, and will 
be kind gratis. Your Friend's a proper handfom Fellow. 

Belv. I rather think fhe has cut his Throat and is fled : 

I am mad he mould throw himself into Dangers Pox 

on't, I (hall want him to night let's knock and 

ask for him. 

Hell. My Heart goes a-pit-a-pat, for fear 'tis my Man 
they talk of. [Knock, Moretta above. 

Moret. What would you have ? 

Belv. Tell the Stranger that enter'd here about two 
Hours go, that his Friends flay here for him. 

Moret. A Curfe upon him for Moretta, would he were 
at the Devil but he's coming to you. [Enter Wilmore. 

Hell. I, I, 'tis he. Oh how this vexes me. 

Belv. And how, and how, dear Lad, has Fortune 
fmil'd ? Are we to break her Windows, or raife up Al- 
tars to her ? hah ! 

Will. Does not my Fortune fit triumphant on my Brow? 
doll not fee the little wanton God there all gay and fmi- 
ling ? have I not an Air about my Face and Eyes, that 
distinguish me from the Croud of common Lovers ? By 
Heav'n, Cupid's Quiver has not half so many Darts as 

her Eyes Oh fuch a Bona Roba, to ileep in her 

Arms is lying in Frefco, all perfum'd Air about me. 

Hell. Here's fine encouragement for me to fool on. [A fide. 

Will. Hark ye, where didft thou purchafe that rich Ca- 
nary 
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nary we drank to day ? Tell me, that I may adore the 
Spigot, and facrifice to the Butt : the Juice was divine, 
into which I mufl dip my Rofary, and then blefs all things 
that I would have bold or fortunate. 

Belv. Well, Sir, let's go take a Bottle, and hear the 
Story of your Success. 

Fred. Would not French Wine do better ? 
Will. Damn the hungry Balderdash ; cheerful Sack has 
a generous Virtue in't, infpiring a fuccefsful Confidence, 
gives Eloquence to the Tongue, and Vigour to the Soul ; 
and has in a few Hours compleated all my Hopes and 
Wifhes. There's nothing left to raife a new Defire in 

me Come let's be gay and wanton and 

Gentlemen, fludy, ftudy what you want, for here are 

Friends, that will fupply, Gentlemen,- hark ! 

what a charming found they make 'tis he and me Gold 

whilfl here, fhall beget new Pleafures every moment. 

Blunt. But hark ye Sir, you are not married, are you ? 

Will. All the Honey of Matrimony, but none of the 
Sting, Friend. 

Blunt. 'Sheartlikins, thou'rt a fortunate Rogue. 

Will. I am fo Sir, let thefe inform you. Ha, 

how fweetly they chime ! Pox of Poverty, it makes a 
Man a Slave, makes Wit and Honour fneak, my Soul 
grew lean and nifty for want of Credit. 

Blunt. 'Sheartlikins, this I like well, it looks like my 
lucky Bargain ! Oh how I long for the Approach of my 
Squire, that is to conduct me to her Houfe again. Why ! 
here's two provided for. 

Fred. By this Light y're happy Men. 

Blunt. Fortune is pleafed to fmile on us, Gentlemen, — 
to fmile on us. 

Enter Sancho, and pulls Blunt by the Sleeve. They 
go afide. 

Sancho. Sir, my Lady expects you fhe has re- 

mov'd all that might oppofe your Will and Pleafure 

and is impatient till you come. 

Blunt. Sir, I'll attend you -Oh the happieft Rogue ! 

I'll take no leave, left they either dog me, or flay me. 

[Ex. with Sancho. 
Belv. 
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Belv. But then the little Gipfy is forgot ? 

Will. A Mifchief on thee for putting her into my 
thoughts ; I had quite forgot her elfe, and this Night's 
Debauch had drunk her quite down. 

Hell. Had it fo, good Captain ? [Claps him on the Back. 

Will. Ha ! I hope fhe did not hear. 

Hell. What afraid of fuch a Champion ! 

Will. Oh ! you're a fine Lady of your word, are you 
not ? to make a Man languilh a whole day 

Hell. In tedious fearch of me. 

Will. Egad Child thou'rt in the right, hadft thou feen 
what a melancholy Dog I have been ever fmce I was a 
Lover, how I have walkt the Streets like a Capuchin, 

with my Hands in my Sleeves Faith Sweatheart, thou 

wouldft pity me. 

Hell. Now, if I mould be hang'd, I can't be angry 
with him, he diffembles fo heartily Alas good Cap- 
tain, what pains you have taken Now were I un- 
grateful not to reward fo true a Servant. 
, Will. Poor Soul ! that's kindly faid, I fee thou beareft 

a Confcience come then for a • beginning fhew me 

thy dear Face. 

Hell. I'm afraid, my fmall Acquaintance, you have 
been flaying that fwinging ftomach you boafted of this 
morning ; I remember then my little Collation would have 
gone down, with you, without the Sauce of a handfom 
Face Is your Stomach fo quefy now ? 

Will. Faithlong fafling, Child, fpoils a Man's Appetite — 
yet if you durft treat, I could fo lay about me flill. 

Hell. And would you fall to, before a Prieft says Grace ? 

Will. Oh fie, fie, what an old out-of-fafhion'd thing 
haft thou nam'd ? Thou cou'dft not dafh me more out of 
Countenance, fhouldft thou fhew me an ugly Face. 

Whilft he is feemingly courting Hellena, enter Angelica, 
Moretta, Bifkey, and Sebaftian, all in Mafquerade : 
Aug. fees Will, andjlarts. 

Ang. Heavens, is't he ? and paffionately fond to fee 
another Woman ? 

Moret What cou'd you expect lefs from fuch a Swag- 
gerer ? 
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Ang. Expect ! as much as I paid him, a Heart intire, 
which I had Pride enough to think when e'er I gave, it 
would have rais'd the Man above the Vulgar, made him all 
Soul, and that all foft and conflant. 

Hell. You fee, Captain, how willing I am to be Friends 
with you, till Time and Ill-luck make us Lovers ; and 
alk you the Queftion firft, rather than put your Modefty 
to the blufh, by afking me : for alas, I know you Gap- 
tains are fuch ftri£l Men, fevere Obfervers of your Vows 
to Chaftity, that 'twill be hard to prevail with your ten- 
der Confcience to marry a young willing Maid. 

Will. Do not abufe me, for fear I mould take thee at 
thy Word, and marry thee indeed, which I'm fure will 
be Revenge fufficient. 

Hell. O' my Confcience, that wrll be our Defliny, be- 
caufe we are both of one humour ; I am as inconftant as 
you, for I have confidered, Captain, that a handfom Wo- 
man has a great deal to do whilft her Face is good, for 
then is our Harvest-time to gather Friends ; and mould I 
in thefe days of my Youth, catch a fit of foolifh Conftan- 
cy, I were undone ; 'tis loitering by day-light in our great 
Journey : therefore declare, 111 allow but one year for 
Love, one year for Indifference, and one year for Hate — 

and then go hang your felf for I profefs my felf 

the gay, the kind, and the inconftant the Devil's in't 

if this, won't pleafe you. 

Will. Oh mofl damnably ! 1 have a Heart with a 

hole quite thro it too, no Prifon like mine to keep a 
Miftrefs in. 

Ang. Perjur'd Man ! how I believe thee now ! [Afide. 

Hell. Well, I fee our Bufmefs as well as Humours are 
alike, yours to cozen as many Maids as will trufl you, 

and I as many Men as have Faith See if I have not 

as defperate a lying look, as you can have for the heart of 
you. [Pulls off her Vizard ; heflarts. 

How do you like it Captain ? 

Will. Like it ! by Heav'n, I never faw fo much Beauty. 
Oh the Charms of thofe fprightly black Eyes, that ftrange- 
ly fair Face, full of Smiles and Dimples ! thofe foft round 

melting 
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melting cherry Lips ! and fmall even white Teeth ! not 

to be expreft, but filently adored ! Oh one Look 

more, and ftrike me dumb, or I fhall repeat nothing elfe 
till I am mad. 

[He feems to court her to pull off her Vizard: Jhe refufes. 

Ang. I can endure no more nor is it fit to inter- 
rupt him ; for if I do, my Jealoufy has fo deftroy'd my 

Reafon, 1 fhall undo him Therefore I'll retire. 

And you Sebafiian [To one of her Bravo es~\ follow that 
Woman, and learn who 'tis ; while you tell the Fugi- 
tive, I would fpeak to him inftantly. [To the other Bravo. 

[Exit. 
[This while Flor. is talking to Bel vile, who fiands 
fullenly. Fred, courting Valeria. 

Val. Prithee dear Stranger, be not fo fullen ; for tho 
you have loft your Love, you fee my Friend frankly offers 
you hers, to play with in the mean time. 

Belv. Faith Madam, Fm forry I can't play at her Game. 

Fred. Pray leave your Interceffion, and mind your own 
Affair, they'll better agree apart ; he's a modeft Sigher in 
Company, but alone no Woman efcapes him. 

Flor. Sure he does but railly yet if it fhould be 

true — I'll tempt him farther Believe jme noble Stran- 
ger, Fm no common Miftrefs and for a little proof 

on't wear this Jewel nay, take it, Sir, 'tis right, 

and Bills of Exchange may fometimes mifcarry. 

Belv. Madam, why am I chofe out of all Mankind to 
be the Object of your Bounty? 

Val. There's another civil Queflion afkt. 

Fred. Pox of's Modefty, it fpoils his own Markets, 
and hinders mine. 

Flor. Sir, from my Window I have often feen you ; 
and Women of Quality have fo few opportunities for 
Love, that we ought to lofe none. 

Fred. Ay, this is fomething ! here's a Woman !— - 
When fhall I be blefl with fo much kindnefs from your 
fair Mouth ? Take the Jewel, Fool. [Afide to Belv. 

Belv. You tempt me flrangely, Madam, every way. 

Flor. So, if I find him falfe, my whole Repofe is gone. 

[A fide. 
Belv. 
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Belv. And but for a Vow I've made to a very fine 
Lady, this Goodnefs had fubdu'd me. 

Fred. Pox on't, be kind, in pity to me be kind, for I 
.am to thrive here but as you treat her Friend. 

Hell. Tell me what did you inj yonder Houfe, and I'll 
unmafque. 

Will. Yonder Houfe oh- 1 went to a 

to — —why there's a Friend of mine lives there. 

Hell. What a fhe, or a he Friend ? 

Will. A Man upon my Honour ! a Man A She 

Friend ! no, no, Madam, you have done my Bufmefs, I 
thank you. 

Hell. And was't your Man Friend, that had more Darts 
in's Eyes than Cupid carries in's whole Budget of Arrows ? 

Will. So 

Hell. Ah fuch a Bona Roba : to be in her Arms is lying 

in Frefco, all perfumed Air about me Was this your 

Man Friend too ? 

Will. So 

Hell. That gave you the He, and the She — Gold, that 
begets young Pleafures. 

Will. Well, well, Madam, then you fee there are La- 
dies in the World, that will not be cruel there are 

Madam, there are 

Hell. And there be Men too as fine, wild, inconftant 
Fellows as your felf, there be Captain, there be, if you 
go to that now therefore I'm refolv'd 

Will. Oh ! 

Hell. To fee your Face no more 

Will. Oh ! 

Hell. Till to morrow. 

Will. Egad you frighted me. 

Hell. Nor then neither, unlefs you'l fwear never to fee 
that Lady more. 

Will. See her ! why ! never to think of Woman- 
kind again ? 

Hell. Kneel, and fwear. [Kneels, Jhe gives him her hand. 

Will. I do, never to think — to fee — to love — nor lie 
with any but thy felf. 

Hell. Kifs the Book. 

Will. 
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Will. Oh, moft religioufly. [KiJJes her Hand. 

Hell. Now what a wicked Creature am I, to damn a 
proper Fellow. 

Call. Madam, Til flay no longer, 'tis e'en dark. [To Flor. 

Flor. However, Sir, I'll leave this with you that 

when I'm gone, you may repent the opportunity you have 

loft by your Modefty. {Gives him the Jewel, which is 

her Piclure, and Ex. he gazes after her. 

Will. 'Twill be an Age till to morrow, and till 

then I will moft impatiently expect you -Adieu, my 

dear pretty Angel. [Ex. all the Women. 

Belv. Ha ! Florindds Picture ! 'twas fhe her felf 

what a dull Dog was I ? I would have given the World 

for one minute's difcourfe with her. 

Fred. This comes of your Modefty, ah pox on your 

Vow, 'twas ten to one but we had loft the Jewel by't. 

Belv. Willmore ! the bleffed'ft Opportunity loft ! 

Florinda, Friends, Florinda ! 

Will. Ah Rogue ! fuch black Eyes, fuch a Face, fuch a 

Mouth, fuch Teeth, and fo much Wit ! 

Belv. All, all, and a thoufand Charms befides. 
Will. Why doft thou know her ? 

Belv. Know her ! ay, ay, and a Pox take me with all 
my Heart for being modeft. 

Will. But hark ye, Friend of mine, are you my Rival ? 
and have I been only beating the Bum all this while ? 

Belv. I underftand thee not — I'm mad — fee here 

[Shews the Piclure. 

Will. Ha ! whofe Piclure is this ? 'tis a fine Wench. 

Fred. The Colonel's Miftrefs, Sir. 

Will. Oh, oh, here 1 thought it had been a- 

nother Prize come, come, a Bottle will fet thee 

right again. [Gives the Piclure back. 

Belv. I am content to try, and by that time 'twill be 
late enough for our Defign. 
Will. Agreed. 

Love does all day the SouPs great Empire keep, 
But Wine at night lulls the fojl God ajleep. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. Lucetta's Houfe. 

Enter Blunt and Lucetta with a Light. 

Luc. Now we are fafe and free, no fears of the com- 
ing home of my old jealous Husband, which made me a 

little thoughtful when you came in firft but now Love 

is all the bufmefs of my Soul. 

Blunt. I am tranfported Pox on't, that I had but 

fome fine things to fay to her, fuch as Lovers ufe 1 

was a Fool not to learn of Fred, a little by Heart before 

I came fomething I muft fay. \Afide. 

'Sheartlikins, fweet Soul, I am not us'd to complement, 
but I'm an honeft Gentleman, and thy humble Servant. 

Luc. I have nothing to pay for fo great a Favour, but 
fuch a Love as cannot but be great, fince at firft fight of 
that fweet Face and Shape it made me your abfolute Captive. 

Blunt. Kind heart, how prettily fhe talks ! Egad I'll fhew 
her Husband a Spani/h Trick ; fend him out of the World, 
and marry her : fhe's damnably in love with me, and will 
ne'er mind Settlements, and fo there's that faved. [Afcde. 

Luc. Well, Sir, I'll go and undrefs me, and be with 
you inftantly. 

Blunt. Make hafte then, for 'dfheartlikins, dear Soul, 
thou canfl not guefs at the pain of a longing Lover, when 
his Joys are drawn within the compafs of a few minutes. 

Luc. You fpeak my Senfe, and I'll make hafte to pro- 
vide it. [AJlde. 

Blunt. 'Tis a rare Girl, and this one night's enjoyment 
with her will be worth all the days I ever paft in Effex — 
Would fhe'd go with me into England, tho to fay truth, 
there's plenty of Whores there already. — But a pox on 'em 
they are fuch mercenary prodigal Whores, that they want 
fuch a one as this, that's free and generous, to give ; em 
good Examples : — Why, what a Houfe fhe has ! how 
rich and fine ! 

Sancho. Sir, my Lady has fent me to conduct you to 
her Chamber. [Ex- Sancho. 

Blunt. Sir, I fhall be proud to follow Here's one 

of her Servants too : 'dfheartlikins, by his Garb and Gra- 
vity 
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vity he might be a Juftice of Peace in Effex, and is but a 
Pimp here. {Exit. 

The Scene changes to a Chamber with an Alcove-Bed in 
it, a Table, &c. Lucetta in Bed. Enter Sancho and 
Blunt, who takes the Candle of Sancho at the Door. 

Sanch. Sir, my Commiffion reaches no farther. 

Blunt. Sir, 111 excufe your Complement : what, 

in Bed my fweet Miftrefs ? 

Luc. You fee, I ftill out-do you in kindnefs. 

Blunt. And thou fhalt fee what hafte 111 make to quit 
f cores — oh the luckieft Rogue ! [Undrejfes him f elf. 

Luc. Shou'd you be falfe or cruel now ! 

Blunt. Falfe, 'Sheartlikins, what doft thou take me for 
a Jew? an infenfible Heathen, A Pox of thy old jea- 
lous Husband : and he were dead, egad, fweet Soul, it 
fhou'd be none of my fault, if I did not marry thee. 

Luc. It never fhou'd be mine. 

Blunt. Good Soul, Pm the fortunateft Dog ! 

Luc. Are you not undrefl yet ? 

Blunt. As much as my Impatience will permit. 

[Goes towards the Bed in his Shirt and Drawers. 

Luc. Hold, Sir, put out the Light, it may betray us elfe. 

Blunt. Any thing, I need no other Light but that of thine 

Eyes ! 'fheartlikins, there I think I had it. [A Ide. 

[Puts out the Candle, the Bed defcends, 
he gropes about to find it. 

Why — why — where am I got ? what not yet ? 

where are you fweeteft? — ah, the Rogue's filent now — 

a pretty Love-trick this how fhell laugh at me anon ! 

you need not, my dear Rogue ! you need not ! Pm 

all on a fire already come, come, now call me in for 

pity Sure Pm enchanted ! I have been round the 

Chamber, and can find neither Woman, nor Bed — ■ — I 
lockt the Door, Pm fure fhe cannot go that way ; or if fhe 

cou'd, the Bed cou'd not Enough, enough, my pretty 

Wanton, do not carry the J eft too far Ha, betrayed ! 

Dogs ! Rogues ! Imps ! help ! help \ 

[Lights on a Trap, and is let down. 
Enter Lucetta, Philippo, and Sancho with a light. 

Phil. Ha, ha, ha, he's difpatcht finely. 

Ltic. 
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Luc. Now, Sir, had I been coy, we had mift of this 
Booty. 

Phil. Nay when I faw 'twas a fubftantial Fool, I was 
mollified ; but when you doat upon a Serenading Cox- 
comb, upon a Face, fine Clothes, and a Lute, it makes 
me rage. 

Luc. You know I never was guilty of that Folly, my 

dear Philiftfto, but with your felf- But . come let's fee 

what we have got by this. 

Phil. A rich Coat ! Sword and Hat ! thefe 

i Breeches too are well lin'd ! fee here a Gold 

Watch ! a Purfe ha ! Gold ! — at leaf! two hun- 
dred Pifloles ! a bunch of Diamond Rings ; and one with 

the Family Arms ! a Gold Box ! -with a Medal of 

his King ! and his Lady Mother's Picture ! thefe were 

facred Reliques, believe me ! — — fee, the Wafteband of 

his Breeches have a Mine of Gold ! Old Queen Befs's. 

We have a Quarrel to her ever fmce Eighty Eight \ and 
may therefore juflify the Theft, the Inquifition might have 
committed it. 

Luc. See, a Bracelet of bow'd Gold, thefe his Sifter 

ty'd about his Arm at parting but well for all 

this, I fear his being a Stranger may make a noife, and 
hinder our Trade with them hereafter. 

Phil. That's our fecurity ; he is not only a Stranger to 

us, but to the Country too the Common-Shore into 

which he is defc ended, thou know'ft, conducts him into 
another Street, which this Light will hinder him from 
ever finding again — he knows neither your Name, nor 
the Street where your Houfe is, nay, nor the way to his 
own Lodgings. 

Luc. And art not thou an unmerciful Rogue, not to 

afford him one Night for all this ? 1 fhould not have 

been fuch a Jew. 

Phil. Blame me not Lucetta, to keep as much of thee 
as I can to my felf come, that thought makes me wan- 
ton, let's to Bed, Sancho, lock up thefe. 

This is the Fleece which Fools do bear, 
Defigrtd for witty Men to Jhare. [Exeunt. 

The 
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The Scene changes *, and discovers Blunt, creeping out of a 
Common Shore, his Face, &c. all dirty. 
Blunt. Oh Lord ! {Climbing up. 

I am got out at lafl, and (which is a Miracle) without 

a Clue and now to Damning and Curfmg, but if 

that would eafe me, where fhall I begin ? with my For- 
tune, my felf, or the Quean that cozened me What 

a Dog was I to believe in Women ! Oh Coxcomb 

ignorant conceited Coxcomb ! to fancy fhe cou'd be 
enamour'd with my Perfon, at the firfl fight enamour'd — 
Oh, Fm a curfed Puppy, 'tis plain, Fool was writ upon 

my Forehead, fhe perceiv'd it,- faw the Effex Calf 

there for what Allurements could there be in this 

Countenance ? which I can indure, becaufe Fm acquain- 
ted with it Oh, dull, filly Dog ! to be thus footh'd 

into a Cozening ! Had I been drunk, I might fondly have 

credited the young Quean ! but as I was in my right 

Wits, to be thus cheated, confirms I am a dull believing 
Englifh Country Fop. — — But my Comrades ! Death and 

the Devil, there's the worfl of all- then a Ballad will 

be fung to Morrow on the Prado, to a loufy Tune of 

the enchanted Squire, and the annihilated Damfel 

But Fred, that Rogue, and the Colonel, will abufe me be- 
yond all Chriflian patience — had fhe left me my Clothes, 
I have a Bill of Exchange at home wou'd have fav'd 

my Credit but now all hope is taken from me 

Well, Fll home (if I can find the way) with this Confola- 

tion, that I am not the firfl kind believing Coxcomb ; but 

there are, Gallants, many fuch good Natures amongfl ye. 

And tho you've better Arts to hide your Follies, 

Adjheartlikins yare all as errant Cullies. 

SCENE, The Garden, in the Night. 

Enter Florinda undrefid, with a Key,- and a little Box. 
Flor. Well, thus far Fm in my way to Happinefs ; I 
have got myfelf free from Callis ; my Brother too, I find 
by yonder light, is got into his Cabinet, and thinks not of 
me : I have by good Fortune got the Key of the Garden 
Back-door, Fll open it, to prevent Belvile's knock- 
ing, 
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ing ? a little noife will now alarm my Brother. Now am 

I as fearful as a young Thief. {Unlocks the Boor.] — - 

Hark, what noife is that? -Oh, 'twas the Wind 

that plaid amongfl the Boughs. -Belvile flays long, me- 

thinks it's time ftay for fear of a furprize, 

Fll hide thefe Jewels in yonder Jeffamin. 

{She goes to lay down the Box. 
Enter Willmore drunk. 

Will. What the Devil is become of thefe Fellows, 
Belvile and Frederick f They promif d to flay at the next 
corner for me, but who the Devil knows the corner of a 

/full Moon? Now— whereabouts am I?— hah 

/ what have we here ? a Garden ! — a very convenient 
place to sleep in — hah— what has God fent us here? — 

a Female by this light, a Woman ; I'm a Dog if it 

be not a very Wench. 

Flor. He's come ! hah who's there ? 

Will. Sweet Soul, let me falute thy Shoe-firing. 

Flor. 'Tis not my Belvile good Heavens, I know 

him not. Who are you, and from whence come you ? 

Will. Prithee prithee Child not fo many hard 

Queflions — —let it fuffice I am here, Child Come, 

come kifs me. 

Flor. Good Gods ! what luck is mine ? 

Will. Only good luck Child, parlous good luck. 

Come hither, 'tis a delicate mining Wench, by 

this Hand fhe's perfum'd, and fmells like any Nofegay. — 
Prithee dear Soul, let's not play the Fool, and lofe time, 

— —precious time for as Gad shall fave me, I'm as 

honefl a Fellow as breathes, tho I am a little difguis'd at 

prefent. Come, I fay, why, thou may'fl be free 

with me, I'll be very fecret. I'll not boafl who 'twas ob- 
lig'd me, not I for hang me if I know thy Name. 

Flor. Heavens ! what a filthy Beafl is this ! 

Will. I am fo, and thou oughtfl the fooner to lie with 

me for that reafon, for look you Child, there will be 

no Sin in't, becaufe 'twas neither defign'd nor premedita- 
ted ; 'tis pure Accident on both fides that's a certain 

thing now Indeed fhould I make love ' to you, and 

you vow Fidelity and fwear and lye till you believ'd 

and 
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and yielded Thou art therefore (as thou art a good 

Chriftian) oblig'd in Confcience to deny me nothing. 

Now come, be kind, without any more idle prating. 

Flor. Oh, I am ruin'd -wicked Man, unhand me. 

Will. Wicked ! Egad Child, a Judge, were he young 
and vigorous, and faw thofe Eyes of thine, would know 

'twas they gave the firfl blow the firft provocation. — 

Gome, prithee let's lofe no time, I fay this is a fine 

convenient place. 

Flor. Sir, let me go, I conjure you, or I'll call out. 
Will. Ay, ay, you were bell to call Witnefs, to fee 

how finely you treat me do. 

Flor. Fll cry Murder, Rape, or any thing, if you do 
not inflantly let me go. 

Will. A Rape ! Come, come, you lye you Baggage, you 
lye : What, Fll warrant you would fain have the World 
believe now that you are not fo forward as I. No, not 
you, why at this time of Night was your Cobweb- 
door fet open, dear Spider, but to catch Flies ? 

Hah come or I fhall be damnably angry. Why 

what a Coil is here. 

Flor. Sir, can you think 

Will. That you'd do it for nothing? oh, oh, I find 
what you'd be at — look here, here's a Piftole for you — 

here's a work indeed here take it, I say. 

Flor. For Heaven's fake, Sir, as you're a Gentleman. 

Will. So now fhe would be wheedling me for 

more what you will not take it then you're re- 

folv'd you will not. Come, come, take it, or I'll put 

it up again ; for, look ye, I never give more. Why, 

how now Miftrefs, are you fo high i'th' Mouth, a Piftole 

won't down with you ? hah why, what a work's 

here in good time — come, no ftruggling, be gone — 

But an y'are good at a dumb Wreftle, I'm for ye,— — 

look ye, I'm for ye. [She Jlruggles with him. 

Enter Belvile and Frederick. 
Bel. The Door is open, a Pox of this mad Fellow, I'm 
angry that we've loft him, I durft have fworn he had fol- 
low'd us. 

Fred. But you were so hafty, Colonel, to be gone. 

Flor. 
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Flor. Help, help, Murder ! help oh, Fm 

ruin'd. 

Belv. Ha, fure that's Florinda's Voice. 

[Comes up to them. 

A Man ! Villain, let go that Lady. [A noife. 

. [Will, turns and draws, Fred, interpofes. 

Flor. Belvile / Heavens ! my Brother too is coming, 

and 'twill be impoffible to efcape. Belvile, I conjure 

you to walk under my Chamber-window, from whence 
I'll give you fome inflruclions what to do — —This rude 
Man has undone us. [Exit 

Will. Belvile! 
Enter Pedro, Stephano, and other Servants with Lights. 

Fed. Fm betray'd ; run Stephano, and fee if Florinda 

be fafe. * [Exit. Steph. 

So whoe'er they be, all is not well, I'll to Florinda! s 

Chamber. [They fight, and PedroV Party beats 'em out ; 

going ottt, meets Stephano. 

Steph. You need not, Sir, the poor Lady's fafl afleep, 
and thinks no harm : I wou'd not awake her Sir, for fear 
of frightning her with your danger. 

Fed. Fm glad fhe's there Rafcals, how came the 

Garden-Door open ? 

Steph. That Queftion comes too late, Sir, fome of my 
Fellow- Servants Mafquerading I'll warrant. 

Fed. Mafquerading ! a leud Cuftom to debauch our 
Youth — there's fomething more in this than I imagine. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to the Street. 

Enter Belvile in Rage, Fred, holding him, and Willmore, 
melancholy. 

Will. Why, how the Devil fhou'd I know Florinda ? 

Belv. Ah plague of your ignorance ! if it had not been 

Florinda, muft you be a Beaft ? a Brute, a fenfelefs 

Swine ? 

Will. Well, Sir, you fee I am endu'd with Patience — 

I can bear tho egad y're very free with me methinks. 

1 was in good hopes the Quarrel wou'd have been 

on my fide, for fo uncivilly interrupting me. 

4 Vol. I. D Belv. 
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Belv. Peace Brute, whilft thou'rt fafe -oh, I'm di- 
ffracted. 

Will. Nay, nay, I'm an unlucky Dog, that's certain. 

Belv. Ah curfe upon the Star that ruFd my Birth ! or 
whatfoever other Influence that makes me flill fo 
wretched. 

Will. Thou break'ft my Heart with these Complaints ; 
there is no Star in fault, no Influence but Sack, the curfed 
Sack I drank. 

Fred. Why, how the Devil came you fo drunk ? 

Will. Why, how the Devil came you fo fober ? 

Belv. A curfe upon his thin Skull, he was always be- 
fore-hand that way. 

Fred. Prithee, dear Colonel, forgive him, he's forry 
for his fault. 

Belv. He's always fo after he has done a mifchief 

a plague on all fuch Brutes. 

Will. By this Light I took her for an errant Harlot. 

Belv. Damn your debaucht Opinion : tell me Sot, 
hadfl thou fo much fenfe and light about thee to diftin- 
guifh her to be a Woman, and coud'ft not fee fomething 
about her Face and Perfon, to ftrike an awful Reverence 
into thy Soul ? 

Will. Faith no, I confidered her as mere a Woman as 
I cou'd wilh. 

Belv. ; S death I have no patience — draw, or 111 kill you. 
• Will. Let that alone till to morrow, and if I fet not all 
right again, ufe your Pleafure. 

Belv. To morrow, damn it. 
The fpiteful Light will lead me to no happinefs. 
To morrow is Antonio 's, and perhaps 

Guides him to my undoing ; oh that I could meet 

This Rival, this powerful Fortunate. 

Will. What then ? 

Belv. Let thy own Reafon, or my Rage inftru6l thee. 

Will. I fhall be finely inform'd then, no doubt ; hear 

me Colonel hear me fhew me the Man and I'll 

do his Bufmefs. 

Belv. I know him no more than thou, or if I did, I 
mould not need thy aid. 

Will. 
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Will. This you fay is Angelica^ Houfe, I promis'd the 
kind Baggage to lie with her to Night. {Offers to go in. 
Enter Antonio and his Page. Ant. knocks on the Hilt of 
his Sword. 
Ant. You paid the thoufand Crowns I directed ? 
Page. To the Lady's old Woman, Sir, I did. 
Will. Who the Devil have we here ? 
Belv. HI now plant my felf under Florindds Win- 
dow, and if I find no comfort there, Til die. 

[Ex. Belv. and Fred. 
Enter Moretta. 
Moret. Page ! 
Page. Here's my Lord. 

Will. How is this, a Piccaroon going to board my 
Frigate ! here's one Chafe- Gun for you. 

{Drawing his Sword, juftles Ant. who turns and 
draws. They fight, Ant. falls. 
Moret. Oh, blefs us, we are all undone ! 

[Runs in, andfhuts the Door. 
Page. Help, Murder ! 

[Belvile returns at the noife of fighting. 
Belv. Ha, the mad Rogue's engag'd in fome unlucky 
Adventure again. 

Enter two or three Mafqueraders. 
Mafq. Ha, a Man kill'd ! 
Will. How ! a Man kill'd ! then I'll go home to ileep. 

[Puts up, and reels out. Ex. Mafquers another way. 

Belv. Who fhou'd it be ! pray Heaven the Rogue is 

fafe, for all my Quarrel to him. [As Belvile is groping 

about, enter an Officer and fix Soldiers. 

Sold. Who's there ? 

Offic. So, here's one difpatcht fecure the Murderer. 

Belv. Do not miftake my Charity for Murder : 
I came to his Affiflance. [Soldiers f else on Belvile. 

Offic. That lhall be tried, Sir.— St. J ago, Swords 
drawn in the Carnival time ! [Goes to Antonio. 

Ant. Thy Hand prithee. 
Offic. Ha, Don Antonio ! look well to the Villain 

there. How is't, Sir ? 

Ant. I'm hurt. 

D 2 Belv. 
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Belt/. Has my Humanity made me a Criminal ? 

Offic. Away with him. 

Belv. What a curfl Chance is this ! 

[Ex. Soldiers with Belv. 

Ant. This is the Man that has fet upon me twice 

carry him to my Apartment till you have further Orders 
from me. {To the Officer. Ex. Ant. led. 



A C T IV. S C E N E I. A fine Room. 

Difcovers Belvile, as by Dark alone. 

Belv. U7"HEN fhall I be weary of railing on For- 
V V tune, who is refolv'd never to turn with 

Smiles upon me ? Two fuch Defeats in one Night — 

none but the Devil and that mad Rogue could have con- 
trived to have plagued me with 1 am here a Prifoner- — 

but where ? Heaven knows and if there be - Mur- 
der done, I can foon decide the Fate of a Stranger in a 
Nation without Mercy — Yet this is nothing to the Torture 
my Soul bows with, when I think of lofmg my fair, my 

dear Florinda. Hark— my Door opens — a Light — 

a Man and feems of Quality arm'd too. — —Now 

mall I die like a Dog without defence. 

Enter Antonio in a Night-Gown, with a Light ; his 
Arm in a Scarf, and a Sword under his Arm ; He 
fets the Candle on the Table. 

Ant. Sir, I come to know what Injuries I have done 
you, that could provoke you to fo mean an Action, as to 
attack me bafely, without allowing time for my Defence. 

Belv. Sir, for a Man in my Circumftances to plead 

Innocence, would look like Fear but view me well, 

and you will find no marks of a Coward on me, nor any 
thing that betrays that Brutality you accufe me of. 

Ant. In vain, Sir, you impofe upon my Senfe, 
You are not only he who drew on me laft Night, 
But yeflerday before the fame Houfe, that of Angelica. 

Yet there is fomething in your Face and Mein : — 

Belv. 
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Belv. I own I fought to day in the defence of a Friend 
of mine, with whom you (if you're the fame) and your 
Party were firft engaged. 

Perhaps you think this Crime enough to kill me, 
But if you do, I cannot fear you'll do it bafely. 

Ant. No, Sir, Til make you fit for a Defence with 
this. {Gives him the Sword. 

Belv. This Gallantry furprizes me nor know I how 

to ufe this Prefent, Sir, againfl a Man fo brave. 

Ant. You fhall not need ; 
For know, I come to match you from a Danger 
That is decreed againfl you ; 
Perhaps your Life, or long Imprifonment : 
And 'twas with fo much Courage you offended, 
I cannot fee you punifht. 

Belv. How fhall I pay this Generofity ? 

Ant. It had been fafer to have killed another, 
Than have attempted me : 

To fhew your danger, Sir, I'll let you know my Quality ; 
And 'tis the Vice-Roy's Son whom you have wounded. 

Belv. The Vice-Roy's Son ! 
Death and Confufion ! was this Plague referved 

To compleat all the reft ? oblig'd by him ! 

The Man of all the World I wou'd deftroy. \Afide. 

Ant. You feem diforder'd, Sir. 

Belv. Yes, truft me, Sir, I am, and 'tis with pain 
That Man receives fuch Bounties, 
Who wants the pow'r to pay 'em back again. 

Ant. To gallant Spirits 'tis indeed uneafy ; 
But you may quickly over-pay me, Sir. 

Belv. Then I am well— kind Heaven ! but fet us even, 
That I may fight with him, and keep my Honour fafe. 

[Afide. 

Oh, I'm impatient, Sir, to be difcounting 

The mighty Debt I owe you ; command me quickly — 

Ant. I have a Quarrel with a Rival, Sir, 
About the Maid we love. 

Belv. Death, 'tis Florinda he means 

That Thought deftroys my Reafon, and I fhall kill him — 

\AJide. 
D 3 AnU 
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Ant. My Rival, Sir, 
Is one has all the Virtues Man can boafl of. 

Belv. Death ! who fhou'd this be ? [Afide. 

Ant. He challeng'd me to meet him on the Molo, 
As foon as Day appear'd ; but laft Night's quarrel 
Has made my Arm unfit to guide a Sword. 

Belv. I apprehend you, Sir, you'd have me kill the Man 
That lays a claim to the Maid you fpeak of. 
-Ill do't— I'll fly to do it. 

Ant. Sir, do you know her ? 

Belv. — No, Sir, but 'tis enough fhe is admiredby you. 

Ant. Sir, I fhall rob you of the Glory on't, 
For you muft fight under my Name and Drefs. 

Belv. That Opinion muft be ftrangely obliging that 
makes you think I can perfonate the brave Antonio, 
whom I can but ftrive to imitate. 

Ant. You fay too much to my Advantage. 
Come, Sir, the Day appears that calls you forth. 
Within, Sir, is the Habit. [Exit Antonio. 

Belv. Fantaftick Fortune, thou deceitful Light, 
That cheats the wearied Traveller by Night, 
Tho on a Precipice each ftep you tread, 
I am refolv'd to follow where you lead. [Exit. 

SCENE The Molo. 

Enter Florinda and Callis in Mafques, with Stephano. 

Fl,or. I'm dying with my fears ; Belvile's not coming, 
As I expected, underneath my Window, 
Makes me believe that all thofe Fears are true. [A fide. 
Canft thou not tell with whom my Brother fights ? 

Steph. No Madam, they were both in Mafquerade, I 
was by when they challeng'd one another, and they had 
decided the Quarrel then, but were prevented by fome 
Cavaliers ; which made 'em put it off till now — but I am 
fure 'tis about you they fight. 

Flor. Nay then 'tis with Belvile, for what other Lover 
have I that dares fight for me, except Antonio ? and he is 

too much in favour with my Brother If it be he, for 

whom fhall I direct my Prayers to Heaven ? 

Steph. 
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Steph. Madam, I muft leave you ; for if my Matter fee 

me, I fhall be hang'd for being your Conductor. 1 

efcap'd narrowly for the Excufe I made for you lafl night 
i'th' Garden. 

Flor. And I'll reward thee fort — — prithee no more. 

[Exit Steph. 
Enter Don Pedro in his Mafque Habit. 

Pedro. Antonio's late to day, the place will fill, and 
we may be prevented. [ Walks about. 

Flor. Antonio / fure I heard amifs. [Afide. 

Pedro. But who would not excufe a happy Lover, 
When foft fair Arms confine the yielding Neck ; 
And the kind Whifper languifhingly breathes, 
Muft you be gone fo foon ? 
Sure I had dwelt for ever on her Bofom. 

But flay, he's here. 

Enter Belvile drejl in Antonio's Clothes. 

Flor. 'Tis not Belvile, half my Fears are vanifht. 

Pedro. Antonio ! 

Belv. This muft be he. [Afide. 

You're early, Sir, — I do not ufe to be out-done this way. 

Pedro. The wretched, Sir, are watchful, and 'tis enough 
You have the advantage of me in Angelica. 

Belv. Angelica / or I've miftook my Man ! Or elfe 
Antonio, 

Can he forget his Intereft in Florinda, 
And fight for common Prize ? [Afide. 

Pedro. Come, Sir, you know our terms- 

Belv. By Heaven, not I. [Afide. 

— No talking, I am ready, Sir. 

{Offers to fight, Flor. runs in. 

Flor. Oh, hold ! whoe'er you be, I do conjure you 
hold. [To Belv. 

Pedro. Florinda / 

Belv. Florinda imploring for my Rival ! 

Pedro. Away, this Kindnefs is unfeafonable. 

[Puts her by, they fight ; Jhe runs in 
just as Belv. difarms Pedro. 

Flor. Who are you, Sir, that dare deny my Prayers ? 

D 4 Belv. 
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Belv. Thy Prayers deflroy him ; if thou wouldft pre- 
ferve him, 
Do that thou'rt unacquainted with, and curfe him. 

[She holds him. 

Flor. By all you hold moft dear, by her you love, 
I do conjure you, touch him not. 

Belv. By her I love ! 

See 1 obey and at your Feet refign 

The ufelefs Trophy of my Victory. 

[Lays his Sword at her Feet. 

Pedro. Antonio, youVe done enough to prove you 
love Florinda. 

Belv. Love Florinda ! 
Does Heaven love Adoration, Pray'r, or Penitence ? 

Love her ! here Sir, your Sword again. 

[Snatches up the Sword, and gives it him. 
Upon this Truth I'll fight my Life away. 

Pedro. No, youVe redeemed my Sifter, and my Friend- 
ship ! 

Belv. Don Pedro ! 

[He gives him Flor. and pulls off his Vizard 
to Jhew his Face, and puts it on again. 

Pedro. Can you refign your Claims to other Women, 
And give your Heart intirely to Florinda f 

Belv. Intire, as dying Saints Confeffions are. 
I can delay my happinefs no longer. 
This minute let me make Florinda mine : 

Pedro. This minute let it be^ no time fo proper, 

This Night my Father will arrive from Rome, 
And poffibly may hinder what we propofe. 

Flor. Oh Heavens ! this Minute ! 

[Enter Mqfqueraders, and pafs over.. 

Belv. Oh, do not ruin me ! 

Pedro. The place begins to fill ; and that we may not 
be obferv'd, do you walk off to St. Peter's Church, where 
I will meet you, and conclude your Happinefs. 

Belv. HI meet you there if there be no more 

Saints Churches in Naples. [Afcde. 

Flor. Oh flay, Sir, and recall your hafly Doom : 
Alas I have not yet prepar'd my Heart 
To entertain fo flrange a Gueft, Pedro. 
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Pedro. Away, this filly Modefty is affum'd too late. 
Belv. Heaven, Madam ! what do you do ? 
Flor. Do ! defpife the Man that lays a Tyrant's Claim 
To what he ought to conquer by Submiffion. 
Belv. You do not know me — move a little this way. 

{Draws her afcde. 
Flor. Yes, you may even force me to the Altar, 
But not the holy Man that offers there 
Shall force me to be thine. 

[Pedro talks to Callis this while. 
Belv. Oh do not lofe fo bleft an opportunity ! 

See 'tis your Belvile not Antonio, 

Whom your miftaken Scorn and Anger ruins. 

[Pulls off his Vizard. 
Flor. Belvile! 
Where was my Soul it cou'd not meet thy Voice, 
And take this knowledge in ? 

[As they are talking, enter Willmore 
finely drefl, and Frederick. 
Will. No Intelligence ! no News of Belvile yet — well 
I am the moft unlucky Rafcal in Nature — ha ! — am I de- 
ceiv'd — or is it he — look. 
Fred. — 'Tis he — my dear Belvile. 

[ Vizard falls out on's hand, runs and embraces him. 
Belv. Hell and Confufion feize thee ! 
Pedro. Ha! Belvile! I beg your Pardon, Sir. 

[ Takes Flor. from him. 
Belv. Nay, touch her not, fhe's mine by Conquefl, Sir. 
I won her by my Sword. . 

Will. Did'ft thou fo and egad Child we'll keep her 

by the Sword. [Draws on Pedro, Belv. goes between. 

Belv. Stand off. 
Thou'rt fo profanely leud, fo curft by Heaven, 
All Quarrels thou efpoufeft mufl be fatal. 

Will. Nay, an you be fo hot, my Valour's coy, and 
fhall be courted when you want it next. 

[Puts up his Sword. 
Belv. You know I ought to claim a Victor's right, 

[To Pedro. 
But you're the Brother to divine Florinda, 

D 5 To 
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To whom Pm fuch a Slave to purchafe her, 

I durft not hurt the Man me holds so dear. 

Pedro. 'Twas by Anto?tio's, not by Belvile's Sword, 
This Queflion mould have been decided, Sir : 
I muft confefs much to your Bravery's due, 
Both now, and when I met you laft in Arms. 
But I am nicely punctual in my word, 
As Men of Honour ought, and beg your Pardon. 

For this Miflake another Time fhall clear. 

This was fome Plot between you and Belvile : 

But Pll prevent you. [A fide to Flor. as they are going out. 

[Belv. looks after her, and begins to walk up and down 
in a Rage. 

Will. Do not be modefl now, and lofe the Woman : 
but if we fhall fetch her back, fo 

Belv. Do not fpeak to me. 

Will. Not fpeak to you ! Egad Pll fpeak to you, 

and will be anfwered too. 

Belv. Will you, Sir ? 

Will. I know Pve done fome mifchief, but Pm fo 
dull a Puppy, that I am the Son of a Whore, if I know 
how, or where — prithee inform my Underftanding." 

Belv. Leave me I fay, and leave me inftantly. 

Will. I will not leave you in this humour, nor till I 
know my Crime. 

Belv. Death, Pll tell you, Sir 

[Draws and runs at Will., he runs out ; Belv. 
after him, Fred, interpofes. 
Enter Angelica, Moretta, and Sebaftian. 

Ang. Ha Sebaftian Is not that Willmoref 

hafte, hafte, and bring him back. 

Fred. The Colonel's mad 1 never faw him thus 

before ; Pll after 'em, left he do fome mifchief, for I am 
fure Wilhnore will not draw on him. [Exit. 

Ang. I am all Rage ! my firft defires defeated for one, 
for ought he knows, that has no other Merit than her Qua- 
lity, -her being Don Pedro's Sifter He loves her : 

I know 'tis fo dull, dull, infenfible 

He will not fee me now tho oft invited ; 

And broke his Word laft night falfe perjur'd Man ! 

He 
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He that but yeflerday fought for my Favours, 

And would have made his Life a Sacrifice 

To've gain'd one Night with me, 

Mull now be hired and courted to my Arms. 

Moret. I told you what wou'd come on't, but Moretta's 
an old doating Fool Why did you give him five hun- 
dred Crowns, but to fet himfelf out for other Lovers ? 
You fhou'd have kept him poor, if you had meant to have 
had any good from him. 

Ang. Oh, name not fuch mean Trifles. Had I 

given him all my Youth has earn'd from Sin, 
I had not loft a Thought nor Sigh upon't. 
But I have given him my eternal Reft, 
My whole. Repofe, my future Joys, my Heart ; 
My Virgin Heart. Moretta / oh 'tis gone ! 

Moret. Curfe on him, here he comes ; 
How fine fhe has made him too ! 
Enter Willmore and Sebaft. Ang. turns and walks away. 

Will. How now, turn'd Shadow? 
Fly when I purfue, and follow when I fly ! 

Stay gentle Shadow of my Dove, [Sings. 

And tell me Jer I go, 
Whether the Sub/lance may not prove 

A fleeting Thing like you. 

There's a foft kind Look remaining yet. 

[As Jhe turns Jhe looks on him. 

Ang. Well, Sir, you may be gay ; all Happinefs, all Joys 
purfue you ftill, Fortune's your Slave, and gives you every 
hour' choice of new Hearts and Beauties, till you are 
cloy'd with the repeated Blifs, which others vainly lan- 

guifh for But know, falfe Man, that I fhall be re- 

veng'd. {Turns away in a Rage. 

' Will. So, 'gad, there are of thofe faint-hearted Lovers, 
whom fuch a lharp Leffon next their Hearts would make 

as impotent as Fourscore pox o' this whining my 

Bus'nefs is to laugh and love — a pox on't ; I hate your ful- 
len Lover, a Man fhall lofe as much time to put you in 
Humour now, as would ferve to gain a new Woman. 
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Ang. I fcorn to cool that Fire I cannot raife, 
Or do the Drudgery of your virtuous Miftrefs. 

Will. A virtuous Miftrefs ! Death, what a thing thou 
haft found out for me ! why what the Devil ihould I do 
with a virtuous Woman ? : — a fort of ill-natur'd Crea- 
tures, that take a Pride to torment a Lover. Virtue is 
but an infirmity in Women, a Difeafe that renders even 
the handfom ungrateful ; whilft the ill-favour'd for want 
of Sollicitations and Addrefs, only fancy themfelves fo. — 
I have lain with a Woman of Quality, who has all the 
while been railing at Whores. 

Ang. I will not anfwer for your Miftrefs's Virtue, 
Tho me be young enough to know no Guilt : 
And I could wifh you would perfuade my Heart, 
'Twas the two hundred thoufand Crowns you courted. 

Will. Two hundred thoufand Crowns ! what Story's 
this ? what Trick ? what Woman ? ha. 

Ang. How ftrange you make it ! have you forgot the 
Creature you entertained on the Piazza laft night ? 

Will. Ha, my Gipfy worth two hundred thoufand 

Crowns ! oh how I long to be with her pox, I 

knew fhe was of Quality. \A fide. 

Ang. Falfe Man, I fee my Ruin in thy Face. 
How many Vows you breath'd upon my Bofom, 
Never to be unjuft have you forgot fo foon ? 

Will. Faith no, I was juft coming to repeat 'em 

but here's a Humour indeed would make a man a 

Saint Wou'd fhe'd be angry enough to leave me, and 

command me not to wait on her. \Afide. 

Enter Hellena^. drejl in. Marf-s~ClQih.es. 

Hell. This muft be Angelica, I know it by her mump- 
ing Matron here Ay, ay, 'tis fhe : my mad Cap- 
tain's with her too, for all his fwearing how this 

inconftant Humour makes me love him : pray, 

good grave Gentlewoman, is not this Angelica? 

Morel. My too young Sir, it is — I hope 'tis one 

from Don Antonio. [Goes to Angelica. 

Hell. Well, fomething I'll do to vex him for this. [AJide. 

Ang. I will not fpeak with him ; am I in humour to 
receive a Lover ? 

Will 
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Will. Not fpeak with him ! why, Til be gone- 



and wait your idler minutes Can I fhew lefs Obe- 
dience to the thing I love fo fondly ? {Offers to go. 

Ang. A fine Excufe this flay 

Will. And hinder your Advantage : mould I repay your 
Bounties fo ungratefully ? 

Ang. Come hither, Boy, that I may let you fee 

How much above the Advantages you name 
I prize one Minute's Joy with you. 

Will. Oh, you deflroy me with this Endearment. 

[Impatient to be gone. 

Death, how fhall I get away ? Madam, 'twill not 

be fit I fhould be feen with you befides, it will not be 

convenient — and I've a Friend — that's dangeroufly fick. 

Ang. I fee you're impatient yet you fhall flay. 

Will. And mifs my Affignation with my Gipfy. 

[Afide, and walks about impatiently,. 

Hell. Madam, [Moretta brings Hellena, who addreffes 
You'l hardly pardon my Intrufion, [her f elf to Angelica. 
When you fhall know my Bufmefs ; 
And I'm too young to tell my Tale with Art : 
But there mufl be a wondrous flore of Goodnefs 
Where fo much Beauty dwells. 

Ang. A pretty Advocate, whoever fent thee, 

Prithee proceed Nay, Sir, you fhall not go. 

[To Will, who is Jlealing off. 

Will. Then fhall I lofe my dear Gipfy for ever. 
Pox on't, flie flays me out of fpite. [Ajide. 

Hell. I am related to a Lady, Madam, 
. Young, rich, and nobly born, but has the fate 
To be in love with a young Englijh Gentleman. 
Strangely fhe loves him, at firfl fight fhe lov'd him, 
But did adore him when fhe heard him fpeak ; 
For he, fhe faid, had Charms in every word, 
That fail'd not to furprize, to wound, and conquer 

Will. Ha, Egad I hope this concerns me. [A fide. 

Ang. 'Tis my falfe Man, he means,— — would he were 

gone. This Praife will raife his Pride and ruin me. 

Well, fmce you are fo impatient to be gone, I will re- 
leafe you, Sir. [To Will. 

Will. 
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Will. Nay, then Fm fure 'twas me he fpoke of, this 
cannot be the Effects of Kindnefs in her. [Aide. 

No, Madam, Fve confider'd better on't, 

And will not give you caufe of Jealousy. 

Ang. But, Sir, Fve bufinefs, that — 

Will. This fhall not do, I know 'tis but to try me. 

Ang. Well, to your Story, Boy, — tho 'twill undo me. 

\Afide. 

Hell. With this Addition to his other Beauties, 
He won her unrefifting tender Heart, 
He vow'd and figh'd, and fwore he lov'd her dearly ; 
And fhe believ'd the cunning Flatterer, 
And thought her felf the happieft Maid alive : 
To day was the appointed time by both, 
To confummate their blifs ; 
The Virgin, Altar, and the Prieft were drefl, 
And whilfl fhe languilht for the expected Bridegroom, 
She heard, he paid his broken Vows to you. 

Will. So, this is fome dear Rogue that's in love with me, 
and this way lets me know it ; or if it be not me, fhe 
means fome one whofe place I may fupply. \Afide. 

Ang. Now I perceive the caufe of thy impatience to 
be gone, and all the bufinefs of this glorious Drefs. 

Will. Damn the young Prater, I know not what he 
means. 

Hell. Madam, 
In your fair Eyes I read too much concern 
To tell my farther Bufinefs. 

Ang. Prithee fweet Youth talk on, thou may'fl perhaps 
Raife here a Storm that may undo my Paffion, 
And then Fll grant thee anything. 

Hell. Madam, 'tis to intreat you, (oh unreafonable !) 
You wou'd not fee this Stranger ; 
For if you do, fhe vows you are undone, 
Tho Nature never made a Man fo excellent ; 
And fure he'ad been a God, but for Inconflancy. 

Will. Ah, Rogue, how finely he's inftrucled ! [AJide. 
— -Tis plain fome Woman that has feen me en paffant. 

Ang. Oh, I fhall burfl with Jealoufy ! do you know 

the Man you fpeak of? 

Hell 
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Hell. Yes, Madam, he us'd to be in Buff and Scarlet. 

Ang. Thou, falfe as Hell, what canft thou fay to this ? 

[To Will. 

Will By Heaven 

Ang. Hold, do not damn thy felf 

Hell. Nor hope to be believed. [He walks about, 

they follow. 

Ang. Oh, perjur'd Man ! 
Is't thus you pay my generous Paffion back ? 

Hell. Why wou'd you, Sir, abufe my Lady's Faith ? 

Ang. And ufe me fo inhumanly ? 

Hell. A Maid fo young, fo innocent 

Will. Ah, young Devil ! 

Ang. Doft thou not know thy Life is in my Power? 

Hell. Or think my Lady cannot be reveng'd ? 

Will. So, fo, the Storm comes finely on. [A fide. 

Ang. Now thou art filent, Guilt has flruck thee dumb. ' 
Oh, hadft thou ftill been fo, Pd liv'd in fafety. 

' [She turns away and weeps. 

Will. Sweetheart, the Lady's Name and Houfe 

quickly : Pm impatient to be with her. 

[A fide to Hellena, looks towards Angel, to watch her tur- 
ning ; and asfhe comes towards them, he meets her. 

Hell. So now is he for another Woman. [Afcde. 

Will. The impudent'ft young thing in Nature ! 
I cannot perfuade him out of his Error, Madam. 

.Ang. I know he's in the right, — yet thou'ft a Tongue 
That wou'd perfuade him to deny his Faith. [In Rage 

, walks away. 

Will. Her Name, her Name, dear Boy — [Saidfoftly to 

Hell. Have you forgot it, Sir ? Hell. 

Will. Oh, I perceive he's not to know I am a Stran- 
ger to his Lady. [Afde. 

— Yes, yes, I do know — but — I have forgot the 

[Angel, turns. 
By Heaven, fuch early Confidence I never faw. 

Ang. Did I not charge you with this Miftrefs, Sir ? 
Which you denied, tho I beheld your Perjury. 
This little Generofity of thine has render'd back my Heart. 

[ Walks away. 
Will. 
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Will. So, you have made fweet work here, my little 
Mifchief ; Look your Lady be kind and good-natur'd now, 
or I ihall have but a curfed Bargain on't. 

[Ang. turns towards them. 

The Rogue's bred up to Mifchief, 

Art thou fo great a Fool to credit him ? 

Ang. Yes, I do ; and you in vain impofe upon me. 
— — Come hither, Boy Is not this he you fpeak of? 

Hell. I think — it is ; I cannot fwear, but I vow he has 
juft fuch another lying Lover's look. 

[Hell, looks in his Face, he gazes on her. 

Will. Hah ! do not I know that Face ? 

By Heaven, my little Gipfy ! what a dull Dog was I ? 

Had I but lookt that way, I'd known her. 

Are all my hopes of a new Woman banifht ? [AJide. 

Egad, if I don't fit thee for this, hang me. 

Madam, I have found out the Plot. 

Hell. Oh, Lord, what does he fay? am I difcover'd 
now? 

. Will. Do you fee this young Spark here ? 

Hell. He'll tell her who I am. 

Will. Who do you think this is ? 

Hell. Ay, ay, he does know me. Nay, dear 

Captain, I'm undone if you difcover me. 

Will. Nay, nay, no cogging ; fhe fhall know what a 
precious Miftrefs I have. 

Hell. Will you be fuch a Devil ? 

Will. Nay, nay, I'll teach you to fpoil fport you will 

not make. This fmall Ambaffador comes not from 

a Perfon of Quality, as you imagine, and he fays ; but 
from a very errant Gipfy, the talkingft, pratingft, can- 
tingft little Animal thou ever faw'fl. 

Ang. What news you tell me ! that's the thing I mean. 

Hell. Wou'd I were well off the place.— If ever I go 
a Captain-hunting again. [AJide. 

Will. Mean that thing ? that Gipfy thing ? thou mayft 
as well be jealous of thy Monkey, or Parrot, as her : a 
German Motion were worth a dozen of her, and a Dream 
were a better Enjoyment, a Creature of a Conftitution fit- 
ter for Heaven than Man. 

Hell. 
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Hell. Tho I'm fure he lyes, yet this vexes me. \Afide. 

Ang. You are miftaken, fhe's a Spanijh Woman made 
up of no fuch dull Materials. 

Will. Materials ! Egad, an fhe be made of any that 
will either difpenfe, or admit of Love, Pll be bound to 
continuance. 

Hell. Unreafonable Man, do you think fo ? 

[A tide to him. 

Will. You may return, my little Brazen Head, and 
tell your Lady, that till fhe be handfom enough to be 
belov'd, or I dull enough to be religious, there will be 
fmall hopes of me. 

Ang. Did you not promife then to marry her ? 

Will. Not I by Heaven. 

Ang. You cannot undeceive my fears and torments, 
till you have vow'd you will not marry her. 

Hell. If he fwears that, hell be reveng'd on me indeed 
for all my Rogueries. 

Ang. I know what Arguments you'll bring againfl me, 
Fortune and Honour. 

Will. Honour ! I tell you, I hate it in your Sex ; and 
thofe that fancy themfelves poffeft of that Foppery, are 
the moft impertinently troublefom* of all Woman-kind, 
and will tranfgrefs nine Commandments to keep one : and 
to fatisfy your Jealoufy I fwear 

Hell. Oh, no fwearing, dear Captain — \Afide to him. 

Will. If it were poffible I mould ever be inclined to 
marry, it fhou'd be fome kind young Sinner, one that 
has Generofity enough to give a favour handfomely to one 
that can ask it difcreetly, one that has Wit enough to ma- 
nage an Intrigue of Love oh, how civil fuch a Wench 

is, to a Man that does her the Honour to marry her. 

Ang. By Heaven there's no Faith in any thing he fays. 
'Enter Sebaftian. 

Sebaft. Madam, Don Antonio 

Ang. Come hither. 

Hell Ha, Antonio ! he may be coming hither, and he'll 
certainly difcover me, I'll therefore retire without a Cere- 
mony. {Exit Hellena. 

Ang. I'll fee him, get my Coach ready. 

s Vol I. Sebaft. 
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Sebajl. It waits you, Madam. 

Will. This is lucky : what, Madam, now I may be 
gone and leave you to the enjoyment of my Rival ? 

Ang. Dull Man, that canft not fee how ill, how poor 

That falfe diffimulation looks Be gone, 

And never let me fee thy cozening Face again, 
Left I relapfe and kill thee. 

Will. Yes, you can fpare me now, farewell till 

you are in better Humour I'm glad of this releafe — 

Now for my Gipfy : 

For tho to worfe we change, yet flill we find 

New Joys, new Charms, in a new Mifs that's kind. 

[Ex. Will. 

Ang. He's gone, and in this Ague of my Soul 
The fhivering Fit returns ; 
Oh with what willing hafte he took his leave, 
As if the long'd for Minute were arriv'd, 
Of fome bleft Affignation. 
In vain I have confulted all my Charms, 
In vain this Beauty priz'd, in vain believ'd 
My Eyes cou'd kindle any lafling Fires. 
I had forgot my Name, my Infamy, 
And the Reproach that Honour lays on thofe 
That dare pretend a fober paffion here. 
Nice Reputation, tho it leave behind 
More Virtues than inhabit where that dwells, 
Yet that once gone, thofe Virtues fhine no more. 

Then fince I am not fit to be belov'd, 

I am refolv'd to think on a Revenge 

On him that footh'd me thus to my undoing. {Exeunt. 

SCENE III. A Street. 

Enter Florinda and Valeria in Habits different from 

what they have beenfeen in. 
Flor. • We're happily efcap'd, yet I tremble flill. 
Val. A Lover and fear ! why, I am but half a one, and 
yet I have Courage for any Attempt. Would Hellena 
were here. I wou'd fain have had her as deep in this 
Mifchief as we, fhe'll fare but ill elfe I doubt. 

Flor. 
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Flor. She pretended a Vint to the Auguftine Nuns, but 
I believe fome other defign carried her out, pray Heavens 
we light on her. 

Prithee what didfl do with Callis ? 

Val. When I faw no Reafon wou'd do good on her, I 
followed her into the Wardrobe, and as fhe was looking 
for fomething in a great Cheft, I tumbled her in by the 
Heels, fnatcht the Key of the Apartment where you 
were confin'd, lockt her in, and left her bauling for 
help. 

Flor. 'Tis well you refolve to follow my Fortunes, for 
thou dareft never appear at home again after fuch an 
~A6lion. 

Val. That's according as the young Stranger and I mail 

agree. But to our Bufmess 1 delivered your Letter, 

your Note to Belvile, when I got out under pretence of 
going to Mafs, I found him at his Lodging, and believe 
me it came feafonably ; for never was Man in fo defperate 
a Condition. I told him of your Refolution of making 
your efcape to day, if your Brother would be abfent long 
enough to permit you ; if not, die rather than be Anto- 
nio^. 

Flor. Thou fhou'dft have told him I was confm'd to my 
Chamber upon my Brother's fufpicion, that the Bufmefs 
on the Molo was a Plot laid between him and I. 

Val. I faid all this, and told him your Brother was now 
gone to his Devotion, and he refolves to vifit every 
Church till he find him ; and not only undeceive him in 
that, but carefs him fo as fhall delay his return home. 

Flor. Oh Heavens ! he's here, and Belvile with hirr 
too. [ They put on their Vizards 

Enter Don Pedro, Belvile, Willmore ; Belvile and Don 
Pedro feeming inferious Difcourfe. 

Val. Walk boldly by them, 111 come at a diftance, 
left he fufpe6l us. 

[She walks by them, and looks back on them. 
Will. Ha ! Woman ! and of an excellent Mien ! 

Fed. She throws a kind look back on you. ; 

Will. Death, 'tis a likely Wench, and that kind look 

fhall not be call away I'll follow her. 

Belv, 
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Belv. Prithee do not. 

Will. Do not ! By Heavens to the Antipodes, with 
fuch an Invitation. [She goes out, and Will, follows her. 

Belv. ; Tis a mad Fellow for a Wench. 
Enter Fred. 

Fred. Oh Colonel, fuch News ! 

Belv. Prithee what ? 

Fred. News that will make you laugh in fpite of For- 
tune. 

Belv. What, Blunt has had fome damn'd Trick put up- 
on him, cheated, bang'd, or clapt ? 

Fred. Cheated, Sir, rarely cheated of all but his Shirt 
and Drawers ; the unconfcionable Whore too turn'd him 
out before Confummation, fo that traverfmg the Streets 
at Midnight, the Watch found him in this Frefco, and 
conducted him home : By Heaven 'tis fuch a flight, and 
yet I durfl as well have been hang'd as laugh at him, or 
pity him ; he beats all that do but ask him a Oueftion, 
and is in fuch an Humour 

Ped. Who is't has met with this ill ufage, Sir ? 

Belv. A Friend of ours, whom you mufl fee for Mirth's 
fake. Ill imploy him to give Florinda time for an efcape. 

[Afide. 

Ped. What is he ? 

Belv. A young Countryman of ours, one that has been 
educated at fo plentiful a rate, he yet ne'er knew the want 
of Money, and 'twill be a great J eft to fee how Amply 
he'll look without it. For my part I'll lend him none, and 
Rogue knows not how to put on a borrowing Face, and 
ask firft. I'll let him fee how good 'tis to play our parts 
whilft I play his — Prithee Fred, do you go home and keep 
him in that pofture till we come. [Exeunt. 

Enter Florinda from the farther end of the Scene, looking 
behind her. 

Flor. I am followed ftill hah my Brother 

too advancing this way, good Heavens defend me from 
being feen by him. [She goes off. 

Enter Willmore, and after him Valeria, at a little dif- 
tance. 

Will. Ah ! There fhe fails, fhe looks back as fhe were 

willing 
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willing to be boarded, Til warrant her Prize. 

[He goes out, Valeria following. 

Enter Hellena, jufl as he goes out, with a Page. 

Hell. Hah, is not that my Captain that has a Woman 

in chafe ? — 'tis not Angelica. Boy, follow thofe People 

at a diftance, and bring me an Account where they go in. 

Ill find his Haunts, and plague him every where. 

ha my Brother ! {Exit Page. 

[Bel. Wil. Ped. crofs the Stage : Hell, runs off. 
Scene changes to another Street. Enter Florinda. 
Flor. What fhall I do, my Brother now purfues me. 
Will no kind Power protecl me from his Tyranny ? 
Hah, here's a Door open, 111 venture in, fince no- 
thing can be worfe than to fall into his Hands, my Life 
and Honour are at flake, and my Neceffity has no choice. 

[She goes in. 
Enter Valeria, and Hellena's Page peeping after Florinda. 
Pag. Here me went in, I fhall remember this Houfe. 

[Exit Boy. 
Val. This is Belvile's Lodgings ; file's gone in as readily 

as if fhe knew it hah here's that mad Fellow a- 

gain, I dare not venture in 111 watch my Oppor- 
tunity. [Goes afide. 
Enter Willmore, gazing about him. 
Will. I have loft her hereabouts — Pox on't fhe mufl 
not fcape me fo. [Goes out. 
Scene changes to Blunts Chamber, dif covers him ftting 
on a Couch in his Shirt and Drawers, reading. 
Blunt. So, now my Mind's a little at Peace, fince I 
have refolv'd Revenge — a Pox on this Taylor tho, for 
not bringing home the Clothes I befpoke ; and a Pox of 
all poor Cavaliers, a Man can never keep a fpare Suit for 
'em ; and I fhall have thefe Rogues come in and find me 
naked ; and then I'm undone ; but I'm refolv'd to arm my 

felf the Rafcals fhall not infult over me too much. 

[Puts on an old rufly Sword and Buff-Belt. 

Now, how like a Morrice-Dancer I am equipt a 

fine Lady-like Whore to cheat me thus, without affording 
me a Kindnefs for my Money, a Pox light on her, I fhall 
never be reconciled to the Sex more, fhe has made me as 

faithlefs 
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faithlefs as a Phyfician, as uncharitable as a Churchman, 
and as ill-natur'd as a Poet. O how I'll ufe all Women- 
kind hereafter ! what wou'd I give to have one of 'em 
within my reach now ! any Mortal thing in Petticoats, 
kind Fortune, fend me ; and I'll forgive thy lafi Night's 

Malice Here's a curfed Book too, (a Warning to all 

young Travellers) that can inftruct me how to prevent 
fuch Mif chiefs now 'tis too late. Well, 'tis a rare convenient 
thing to read a little now and then, as well as hawk 
and hunt. [Sits down again and reads. 

Enter to him Florinda. 

Flor. This Houfe is haunted fure, 'tis well furnifht and 
no living thing inhabits it — hah — a Man ! Heavens how 
he's attir'd ! fure 'tis fome Rope-dancer, or Fencing- 
M after ; I tremble now for fear, and yet I muft venture 

now to fpeak to him Sir, if I may not interrupt your 

Meditations [Hejlarts up and gazes. 

Blunt. Hah — what's here ? Are my wifhes granted ? 
and is not that a fhe Creature ? Adfheartlikins 'tis I what 
wretched thing art thou hah ! 

Flor. Charitable Sir, you've told your felf already 
what I am ; a very wretched Maid, forc'd by a ftrange 
unlucky Accident, to feek a fafety here, and muft be 
ruin'd, if you do not grant it. 

Blunt. Ruin'd ! Is there any Ruin fo inevitable as that 
which now threatens thee? Dofl thou know, miserable 
Woman, into what Den of Mifchiefs thou art fall'n? 

what a Blifs of Confufion? hah dofl not fee 

fomething in my looks that frights thy guilty Soul, and 
makes thee wifh to change that Shape of Woman for any 
humble Animal, or Devil ? for thofe were fafer for thee, 
and lefs mifchievous. 

Flor. Alas, what mean you, Sir? I muft confefs your 
Looks have fomething in 'em makes me fear ; but I be- 
feech you, as you feem a Gentleman, pity a harmlefs 
Virgin, that takes your Houfe for Sanctuary. 

Blunt. Talk on, talk on, and weep too, till my faith 

return. Do, flatter me out of my Senfes again a 

harmlefs Virgin with a Pox, as much one as t'other, 
adsheartlikins. Why, what the Devil can I not be fafe 
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in my Houfe for you ? not in my Chamber ? nay, even 
being naked too cannot fecure me. This is an Impudence 

greater than has invaded me yet. Come no Refiftance. 

[Pulls her rudely. 

Flor. Dare you be fo cruel ? 

Blunt, Cruel, adfheartlikins as a Gally-Have, or a Spa- 
ni/h Whore : Cruel, yes, I will kifs and beat thee all 
over ; kifs, and fee thee all over ; thou fhalt lie with me 
too, not that I care for the Injoyment, but to let you 
fee I have ta'en deliberated Malice to thee, and will 
be revenged on one Whore for the Sins of another; I 
will fmile and deceive thee, natter thee, and beat thee, 
kifs and fwear, and lye to thee, imbrace thee and rob 
thee, as fhe did me, fawn on thee, and ftrip thee flark 
naked, then hang thee out at my Window by the Heels, 
with a Paper of fcurvey Verfes faften'd to thy Breafl, in 
praife of damnable Women — Come, come along. 

Flor. Alas, Sir, muft I be facrific'd for the Crimes of 
the molt infamous of my Sex ? I never underftood the 
Sins you name. 

Blunt. Do, perfuade the Fool you love him, or that 
one of you can be juft or honeft ; tell me I was not an 
eafy Coxcomb, or any ftrange impoffible Tale : it will be 
believed fooner than thy falfe Showers or Proteftations. 
A Generation of damn'd Hypocrites, to natter my very 
Clothes from my back ! diffembling Witches ! are thefe 
the Returns you make an honeft Gentleman that trufts, 

believes, and loves you ? But if I be not even with 

you Come along, or I fhall 

[Pulls her again. 
Enter Frederick. 

Fred. Hah, what's here to do ? 

Blunt. Adfheartlikins, Fred. I am glad thou art come, 
to be a Witnefs of my dire Revenge. 

Fred. What's this, a Perfon of Quality too, who is 
upon the Ramble to fupply the Defects of fome grave 
impotent Husband. 

Blunt. No, this has another Pretence, fome very un- 
fortunate Accident brought her hither, to fave a Life pur- 
fued by I know not who, or why, and forc'd to take 

Sane- 
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Sanctuary here at Fools Haven. Adsheartlikins to me of 
all Mankind for Protection? Is the Afs to be cajol'd again, 
think ye? No, young one, no Prayers or Tears mall 
mitigate my Rage ; therefore prepare for both my Plea- 
fure of Enjoyment and Revenge, for I am refolved to 
make up my Lofs here on thy Body, Pll take it out in 
kindnefs and in beating. 

Fred. Now Miftrefs of mine, what do you think of 
this ? 

Flor. I think he will not — dares not be fo barbarous. 

Fred. Have a care, Blunt, fhe fetch'd a deep Sigh, fhe 
is inamour'd with thy Shirt and Drawers, fhe'll ftrip thee 
even of that. There are of her Calling fuch unconfcionable 
Baggages, and fuch dexterous Thieves, they'll flea a Man, 
and he fhall ne'er mifs his Skin, till he feels the Cold. 
There was a Country-man of ours robb'd of a Row of 
Teeth whilft he was fleeping, which the Jilt made him 

buy again when he wak'd- You fee, Lady, how little 

Reafon we have to truft you. 

Blunt. 'Dsheartlikins, why, this is moft abominable. 

Flor. Some fuch Devils there may be, but by all that's 
holy I am none fuch, I entered here to fave a Life in 
danger. 

Blunt. For no goodnefs Pll warrant her. 

Fred. Faith, Damfel, you had e'en confefs the plain 
Truth, for we are Fellows not to be caught twice in the 
fame Trap : Look on that Wreck, a tight Veffel when 
he fet out of Haven, well trim'd and laden, and fee 
how a Female Piccaroon of this Ifland of Rogues has 
fhatter'd him, and canfl thou hope for any Mercy ? 

Blunt. No, no, Gentlewoman, come along, adsheart- 
likins we mull be better acquainted we'll both lie 

with her, and then let me alone to bang her. 

Fred. I anl ready to ferve you in matters of Revenge, 
that has a double Pleafure in't. 

Blunt. Well faid. You hear, little one, how you are 
condemn'd by publick Vote to the Bed within, there's no 
refilling your Deftiny, Sweetheart. f Pulls her. 

Flor. Stay, Sir, I have feen you with Belvile, an Eng- 
lish Cavalier, for his fake ufe me kindly \ you know how, 
Sir. Blunt. 
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Blunt, Belvile ! why, yes, Sweeting, we do know 
Belvile, and wifh he were with us now, he's a Cor- 
morant at Whore and Bacon, he'd have a Limb or two of 
thee, my Virgin Pullet : but 'tis no matter, well leave 
him the Bones to pick. 

Flor. Sir, if you have any Efteem for that Belvile, I 
conjure you to treat me with more Gentlenefs ; he'll 
thank you for the Juftice. 

Fred. Hark ye, Blunt, I doubt we are miflaken in this 
• matter. 

Flor. Sir, if you find me not worth Belvites Care, ufe 
me as you pleafe ; and that you may think I merit better 

treatment than you threaten pray take this Prefent 

[Gives him a Ring : He looks on it. 

Blunt. Hum A Diamond ! why, 'tis a wonderful 

Virtue now that lies in this Ring, a mollifying Virtue ; . 
adsheartlikins there's more perfuafive Rhetorick in't, than 
all her Sex can utter. 

Fred. I begin to fufpect fomething; and 'twou'd an- 
ger us vilely to be trufs'd up for a Rape upon a Maid of 
Quality, when we only believe we ruffle a Harlot. 

Blunt. Thou art a credulous Fellow, but adsheartlikins 
I have no Faith yet ; why, my Saint prattled as parloufly ' 
as this does, fhe gave me a Bracelet too, a Devil on her : 
but I fent my Man to fell it to day for Neceffaries, and 
it prov'd as counterfeit as her Vows of Love. 

Fred. However let it reprieve her till we fee Belvile. 

Blunt. That's hard, yet I will grant it. 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Oh, Sir, the Colonel is jufl come with his new 
Friend and a Spaniard of Quality, and talks of having 
you to Dinner with 'em. 

Blunt. 'Dsheartlikins, I'm undone ! 1 would not fee 

'em for the World : Harkye, Fred, lock up the Wench 
in your Chamber. 

Fred. Fear nothing, Madam, whate'er he threatens, 
you're fafe whilft in my Hands. [Ex. Fred, and Flor. 

Blunt. And Sirrah — upon your Life, fay — I am not at 
home — or that I am afleep — or — or any thing — away — I'll 
prevent their coming this way. {Locks the Door and Exit. 

Vol. I. E ACT 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

Blunt\y Room. 

After a great knocking at his Chamber-door, enter Blunt 
foftly, crojjing the Stage in his Shirt and Drawers, as 
before. 

NED, Ned Blunt, Ned Blunt. \_C all within. 

Blunt. The Rogues are up in Arms, 'dfheartli- 
kins, this villainous Frederick has betray'd me, they have 
heard of my bleffed Fortune. 
Ned Blunt, Ned Ned \and knocking within. 

Belv. Why, he's dead, Sir, without difpute dead, he 
has not been feen to day ; let's break open the Door — 
here B oy 

Blunt. Ha, break open the Door ! 'dfheartlikins that 
mad Fellow will be as good as his word. 

Belv. Boy, bring fomething to force the Door. 

\A great noife within at the Door again. 

Blunt. So, now muft I fpeak in my own Defence, 111 
try what Rhetorick will do — hold — hold, what do you 
" mean Gentlemen, what do you mean ? 

Belv. Oh Rogue, art alive ? prithee open the Door, 
and convince us. 

Blunt. Yes, I am alive Gentlemen but at prefent 

a little bufy. . 

Belv. How ! Blunt grown a man of Bufmefs ! come, 
come, open, and let's fee this Miracle. [within. 

Blunt. No, no, no, no Gentlemen, 'tis no great 

Bufmefs but 1 am at my Devotion, 

'dfheartlikins, will you not allow a man time to pray ? 

Belv. Turned religious ! a greater Wonder than the 
firfl, therefore open quickly, or we fhall unhinge, we 
mall. \within. 

Blunt. This won't do Why, hark ye, Colonel ; 

to tell you the plain Truth, I am about a neceffary Affair 

of Life. — I have a Wench with me you apprehend 

me? the Devil's in't if they be fo uncivil as to difturb 
me now. 

Will. 
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Will. How, a Wench ! Nay, then we muft enter and 

partake ; no Refiftance, unlefs it be your Lady of 

Quality, and then we'll keep our diftance. 

Blunt. So, the Bufmefs is but. 

Will. Come, come, lend more hands to the Door, — 

now heave altogether fo, well done, my Boys 

{Breaks open the Door. 

Enter Belvile, Willmore, Fred, and Pedro : Blunt looks 
/imply, they all laugh at him, he lays his hand on his 
Sword, and comes up to Willmore. 
Blunt. Hark ye, Sir, laugh out your laugh quickly, 
d'ye hear, and be gone, I fhall fpoil your fport elfe ; 
'dfheartlikins, Sir, I fhall the Jefl has been car- 
ried on too long, — a Plague upon my Taylor — [AJlde. 

Will. 'Sdeath, how the Whore has dreft him ! Faith, 
Sir, I'm forry. 

Blunt. Are you fo, Sir? keep't to your felf then Sir, 
I advife you, d'ye hear ? for I can as little endure your 
Pity as his Mirth. {Lays his Hand on's Sword. 

Beli/. Indeed, Willmore, thou wert a little too rough 
with Ned Blunfs Miftrefs ; call a Perfon of Quality Whore, 
and one fo young, fo handfome, and fo eloquent ! — ha, 
ha, ha. 

Blunt. Hark ye, Sir, you know me, and know I can 

be angry ; have a care for 'dfheartlikins I can fight 

too — I can Sir, do you mark me no more. 

Belv. Why fo peevifh, good Ned? fome Difappoint- 

ments, I'll warrant What ! did the jealous Count 

her Husband return jufl in the nick ? 

Blunt. Or the Devil, Sir, — d'ye laugh? {They laugh.] 
Look ye, fettle me a good fober Countenance, and that 
quickly too, or you fhall know Ned Blunt is not 

Belv. Not every Body, we know that. 

Blunt. Not an Afs, to be laught at, Sir. 

Will. Unconfcionable Sinner, to bring a Lover fo near 
his Happinefs, a vigorous paffionate Lover, and then not 
only cheat him of his Moveables, but his Defires too. 

Belv. Ah, Sir, a Miftrefs is a Trifle with Blunt, he'll 

have a dozen the next time he looks abroad ; his Eyes 

have Charms not to be refifled : There needs no more 

E 2 than 
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than to expofe that taking Perfon to the view of the 
Fair, and he leads 'em all in Triumph. 

Ped. Sir, tho I'm a ftranger to you, I'm afham'd at 
the rudenefs of my Nation, and could you learn who 
did it, would affift you to make an Example of 'em. 

Blunt. Why, ay, there's one fpeaks fenfe now, and 
handfomly; and let me tell you Gentlemen, I mould 
not have fhew'd my felf like a Jack-Pudding, thus to 
have made you Mirth, but that I have revenge within my 
power ; for know, I have got into my poffeffion a Fe- 
male, who had better have fallen under any Curfe, than 
the Ruin I defign her : 'dfheartlikins, fhe affaulted me 
here in my own Lodgings, and had doubtlefs committed 
a Rape upon me, had not this Sword defended me. 

Fred. I "knew not that, but o J my Confcience thou 
hadft ravifht her, had fhe not redeemed her felf with a 
Ring let's fee't Blunt [Blunt Jhews the Ring. 

Belv. Hah ! the Ring I gave Florinda when we 

exchang'd our Vows ! hark ye Blunt 

[Goes to whifper to him. 

Will. No whifpering, good Colonel, there's a Woman 
in the cafe, no whifpering. 

Belv. Hark ye, Fool, be advis'd, and conceal both the 
Ring and the Story, for your Reputation's fake ; don't 
let People know what defpis'd Cullies we Engli/h are : to 
be cheated and abus'd by one Whore, and another rather 
bribe thee than be kind to thee, is an Infamy to our 
Nation. 

Will. Come, come, where's the Wench ? we'll fee her, 
let her be what fhe will, we'll fee her. 

Ped. Ay, ay, let us fee her, I can foon difcover whe- 
ther fhe be of Quality, or for your Diverfion. 

Blunt She's in Fred's Cuflody. 

Will. Come, come, the Key. 

[To Fred, who gives him the Key, they are going. 

Belv. Death ! what fhall I do ? flay Gentlemen — 

yet if I hinder 'em, I fhall difcover all hold, let's go 

one at once give me the Key. 

Will. Nay, hold there, Colonel, I'll go firft. 

Fred. 
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Fred. Nay, no Difpute, Ned and I have the property 
of her. 

Will. Damn Property then we'll draw Cuts. 

[Belv. goes to whifper Will. 
Nay, no Corruption, good Colonel : come, the longeft 

Sword carries her. {They all draw, forgetting Don 

Pedro, being a Spaniard, had the longeft. 

Blunt. I yield up my Intereft to you Gentlemen, and 
that will be Revenge fumcient. 

Will. The Wench is yours (To Ped.) Pox of his 

Toledo, I had forgot that. 

Fred. Come, Sir, I'll conduct you to the Lady. 

[Ex. Fred, and Ped. 

Belv. To hinder him will certainly difcover \Afide\ 

Dofl know, dull Beaft, what Mifchief thou haft done ? 

[Will, walking up and down out of Humour. 

Will. Ay, ay, to truft our Fortune to Lots, a Devil 
on't, 'twas madnefs, that's the Truth on't. 

Belv. Oh intolerable Sot ! 
Enter Florinda, running mafqifd, Pedro after her, Will. 
gazing round her. 

Flor. Good Heaven, defend me from difcovery. \_Afide. 

Pedro. 'Tis but in vain to fly me, you are fallen to my 
Lot. 

Belv. Sure fhe is undifcover'd yet, but now I fear 
there is no way to bring her off. 

Will. Why, what a Pox is not this my Woman, the 
fame I follow'd but now ? 

[Ped. talking to Florinda, who walks up and down. 

Ped. As if I did not know ye, and your Bufmefs here. 

Flor. Good Heaven ! I fear he does indeed — \Afide. 

Ped. Come, pray be kind, I know you meant to be 
fo when you enter'd here, for thefe are proper Gentle- 
men. 

Will. But, Sir perhaps the Lady will not be im- 

pos'd upon, fhe'll chufe her Man. 

Ped. I am better bred, than not to leave her Choice 
free. 
Enter Valeria, and isfurpritfd at the fight of Don Pedro. 

Val. Don Pedro here ! there's no avoiding him. \Afide; 
E3 Flor. 
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Flor. Valeria / then I'm undone [Afide. 

Val. Oh ! have I found you, Sir 

[To Pedro, running to him. 

The ftrangeft Accident if I had breath to 

tell it. 

Ped. Speak is Florinda fafe ? Hellena well ? 

Val. Ay, ay Sir — Florinda is fafe from any 

fears of you. 

Ped. Why, where's Florinda ? fpeak. 

Val. Ay, where indeed, Sir ? I wifh I could inform you, 
But to hold you no longer in doubt 

Flor. Oh, what will me fay ? [Afide. 

Val. She's fled away in the Habit of one of her Pages, 
Sir — but Callis thinks you may retrieve her yet, if you 

make hafle away ; fhe'll tell you, Sir, the reft if 

you can find her out. [Afide. 

Ped. Difhonourable Girl, fhe has undone my Aim — 
Sir — you fee my neceffity of leaving you, and I hope you'll 
pardon it : my Sifter, I know, will make her flight to 
you ; and if fhe do, I fhall expect fhe fhould be render'd 
back. 

Belv. I fhall confult my Love and Honour, Sir. 

[Ex. Ped. 

Flor. My dear Preferver, let me imbrace thee. 

[ToVsl. 

Will. What the Devil's all this ? 

'Blunt. Myftery by this Light. 

Val. Come, come, make hafle and get your felves 
married quickly, for your Brother will return again. 

Belv. I am fo furpriz'd with Fears and Joys, fo amaz'd 
to find you here in fafety, I can fcarce perfuade my Heart 
into a Faith of what I fee 

Will. Harkye, Colonel, is this that Miftrefs who has coft 
you fo many Sighs, and me fo many Quarrels with you ? 

Belv. It is Pray give him the Honour of your 

Hand. [To Flor. 

Will. Thus it muft be received then. 

[Kneels and kijfes her Hand. 
And with it give your Pardon too. 

Flor. The Friend to Belvile may command me any 
thing. Will. 
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Will. Death, wou'd I might/tis a furprizing Beauty. [A fide. 

Belv. Boy, run and fetch a Father inftantly. [Ex. Boy. 

Fred. So, now do I ftand like a Dog, and have not a 
Syllable to plead my own Caufe with : by this Hand, 
Madam, I was never thorowly confounded before, nor 
fhall I ever more dare look up with Confidence, till you 
are pleafed to pardon me. 

Flor. Sir, Til be reconciled to you on one Condition, 
that you'll follow the Example of your Friend, in marry- 
ing a Maid that does not hate you, and whofe Fortune (I 
believe) will not be unwelcome to you. 

Fred. Madam, had I no inclinations that way, I 
fhou'd obey your kind Commands. 

Belv. Who, Fred, marry ; he has fo few Inclinations 
for Womankind, that had he been poffeft of Paradife, he 
might have continu'd there to this Day, if no Crime but 
Love cou'd have difmherited him. 

Fred. Oh, I do not ufe to boaft of my Intrigues. 

Belv. Boaft ! why thou do'ft nothing but boaft ; and 
I dare fwear, wer^t thou as Innocent from the Sin of the 
Grape, as thou art from the Apple, thou might'ft yet 
claim that right in Eden which our firft Parents loft by 
too much loving. 

Fred. I wifh this Lady would think me fo modeft a 
Man. 

Val. She fhou'd be forry then, and not like you half fo 
well, and I fhou'd be loth to break my Word with you ; 
which was, That if your Friend and mine are agreed, it 
fhou'd be a Match between you and I. 

[She gives him her Hand. 

Fred. Bear witnefs, Colonel, 'tis a Bargain. 

[Kiffes her Hand. 

Blunt. I have a Pardon to beg too ; but adsheartlikins 
I am fo out of Countenance, that I am a Dog if I can fay 
any thing to purpofe. [To Florinda. 

Flor. Sir, I heartily forgive you all. 

Blunt. That's nobly faid, fweet Lady Belvile, 

prithee prefent her her Ring again, for I find I have not 
. Courage to approach her my felf. 

[Gives him the Ring, he gives it to Florinda. 
E 4 Enter 
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Enter Boy. 
Boy. Sir, I have brought the Father that you fent for. 
Belv. 'Tis well, and now my dear Florinda^ let's fly 
to compleat that mighty Joy we have fo long wifh'd and 

figh'd for. Come Fred, you'll follow. 

Fred. Your Example, Sir, 'twas ever my Ambition in 
War, and mufl be fo in Love. 

Will. And mufl not I fee this juggling Knot ty'd ? 
Belv. No, thou lhalt do us better Service, and be our 
Guard, left Don Pedro's fudden Return interrupt the Ce- 
remony. 

Will Content ; I'll fecure this Pafs. 

Ex. Bel. Flor. Fred. andVdl. 
Enter Boy. 
Boy. Sir, there's a Lady without wou'd fpeak to you. 

[To Will. 

Will. Conduct her in, I dare not quit my Poll. 

Boy. And Sir, your Taylor waits you in your Chamber. 

Blunt. Some comfort yet, I fhall not dance naked at 

the Wedding. [Ex. Blunt and Boy. 

Enter again the Boy, conducing in Angelica in a mafquing 

Habit and a Vizard. Will, runs to her. 

Will. This can be none but my pretty Gipsy Oh, 

I fee you can follow as well as fly Come, confefs thy 

felf the rnoft malicious Devil in Nature, you think you 

have done my Bus'nefs with Angelica 

A7tg. Stand off, bafe Villain — [She draws a 

Piftol and holds to his Breaft. 
Will. Hah, 'tis not fhe : who art thou ? and what's 
thy Bufmefs ? 

Ang. One thou haft injur'd, and who Comes to kill 
thee for't. 

Will. What the Devil canft thou mean ? 

Ang. By all my Hopes to kill thee 

[Holds Jlill the Pijlol to his Breaft, he 
going back, Jhe following Jlill. 
Will. Prithee on what Acquaintance ? for I know thee 
not. 

Ang. Behold this Face !— fo loft to thy Remembrance ! 

And 
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And then call all thy Sins about thy Soul, [Pulls off her 
And let them die with thee. Vizard. 

Will. Angelical 

Ang. Yes, Traitor. 
Does not thy guilty Blood run fhivering thro thy Veins ? 
Hall thou no Horrour at this Sight, that tells thee, 
Thou haft not long to boaft thy fhameful Conqueft ? 

Will. Faith, no Child, my Blood keeps its old Ebbs 
and Flows ftill, and that ufual Heat too, that cou'd ob- 
lige thee with a Kindnefs, had I but opportunity. 

Ang. Devil ! doft wanton with my Pain have 

at thy Heart. 

Will. Hold, dear Virago ! hold thy Hand a little, 
I am not now at leifure to be kill'd — hold and hear me — 
Death, I think fhe's in earneft. [AJide. 

Ang. Oh if I take not heed, 
My coward Heart will leave me to his Mercy. 

[AJide, turning from him. 

What have you, Sir, to fay ? — but fhould I hear thee, 

Thoud'ft talk away all that is brave about me : 

{Follows him with the Piftol to his Breajl. 
And I have vow'd thy Death, by all that's facred. 

Will. Why, then there's an end of a proper handfom 
Fellow, that might have liv'd to have done good Service 
yet : That's all I can fay to't. 

Ang. Yet 1 wou'd give thee time for Penitence. 

[Paufengly. 

Will. Faith, Child, I thank God, I have ever took care 
to lead a good, fober, hopeful Life, and am of a Re- 
ligion that teaches me to believe, I fhall depart in 
Peace. 

Ang. So will the Devil : tell me 
How many poor believing Fools thou haft undone ; 
How many Hearts thou haft betray'd to ruin ! 
—Yet thefe are little Mifchiefs to the Ills 
Thouft taught mine to commit : thou'ft taught it Love. 

Will. Egad 'twas fhreudly hurt the while. 

Ang. Love, that has robb'd it of its Unconcern, 

Of all that Pride that taught me how to value it, 

And in its room a mean fubmiffive Paffion was convey'd, 

6 V O L. I. E 5 That 
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That made me humbly bow, which I ne'er did 
To anything but Heaven. 

Thou, perjur'd Man, didfl this, and with thy Oaths, 

Which on thy Knees thou didft devoutly make, 
Soften'd my yielding Heart — And then, I was a Slave — 
Yet Hill had been content to've worn my Chains, 
Worn J em with Vanity and Joy for ever, 
Hadft thou not broke thofe Vows that put them on. 
? Twas then I was undone. 

[All this while follows him with a Pijlol to his Breaft. 

Will. Broke my Vows ! why, where haft thou lived ? 
Amongft the Gods ! For I never heard of mortal Man, 
That has not broke a thoufand Vows. 

Ang. Oh, Impudence ! 

Will. Angelical that Beauty has been too long tempting, 
Not to have made a thoufand Lovers languifh, 
Who in the amorous Favour, no doubt have sworn 
Like me ; did they all die in that Faith ? ftill adoring ? 
I do not think they did. 

Ang. No, faithlefs Man : had I repaid their Vows, 
as I did thine, I wou'd have kilFd the ungrateful that had 
abandoned me. 

Will. This old General has quite fpoiPd thee, nothing 
makes a Woman fo vain, as being flatter'd ; your old 
Lover ever fupplies the Defects of Age, with intolerable 
Dotage, vaft Charge, and that which you call Conftancy ; 
and attributing all this to your own Merits, you domineer, 
and throw your Favours in's Teeth, upbraiding him ftill 
with the Defects of Age, and cuckold him as often as he 
deceives your Expectations. But the gay, young, brisk, 
Lover, that brings his equal Fires, and can give you Dart 
for Dart, he'll be as nice as you fometimes. 

Ang. All this thou'ft made me know, for which I hate 
Had I remained in innocent Security, (thee. 

I fhou'd have thought all Men were born my Slaves ; 
And worn my Pow'r like Lightning in my Eyes, 
To have deftroy'd at Pleafure when offended. 
— But when Love held the Mirror, the undeceiving Glafs 
Reflected all the weaknefs of my Soul, and made me know, 
My richeft Treafure being loft, my Honour, 

All 
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All the remaining Spoil cou'd not be worth 
The Conqueror's Care or Value. 

Oh how I fell like a long worfhip'd Idol, 

Difcovering all the Cheat ! 

Wou'd not the Incenfe and rich Sacrifice, 

Which blind Devotion offer'd at my Altars, 

Have fall'n to thee ? 

Why woud'ft thou then deftroy my fancy'd Power ? 

Will. By Heaven thou art brave, and I admire thee 
I wifh I were that dull, that conflant thing, (flrangely. 
Which thou woudft have, and Nature never meant me : 
I muft, like chearful Birds, fing in all Groves, 
And perch on every Bough, 
Billing the next kind She that flies to meet me ; 
Yet after all cou'd build my Neft with thee, 
Thither repairing when I'd lov'd my round, 
And flill referve a tributary Flame. 

To gain your Credit, I'll pay you back your Charity, 

And be oblig'd for nothing but for Love. 

[Offers her a Purfe of Gold. 

Ang. Oh that thou wert in earnefl ! 
So mean a Thought of me, 

Wou'd turn my Rage to Scorn, and I fhou'd pity thee, 
And give thee leave to live ; 
Which for the publick Safety of our Sex, 
And my own private Injuries, I dare not do. 

Prepare Follows^ fill, as before. 

■— -I will no more be tempted with Replies. 

Will. Sure- 



Ang. Another Word will damn thee ! I've heard thee 
talk too long [She follows him with a Piflol ready 

to fhoot : he retires flill amaz'd. 
Enter Don Antonio, his Arm in a Scar/ \ and lays hold 
on the Piflols. 
Ant. Hah ! Angelica / 

Ang. Antonio ! What the Devil brought thee hither? 
Ant. Love and Curiofity, feeing your Coach at Door. 
Let me difarm you of this unbecoming Inftrument of 

Death. [Takes away the Piflol. 

Amongfl 
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Amongfl the Number of your Slaves, was there not one 
worthy the Honour to have fought your Quarrel ? 

Who are you Sir, that are fo very wretched 

To merit Death from her ? 

Will. One, Sir, that cou'd have made a better End of 
an amorous Quarrel without you, than with you. 

Ant. Sure 'tis fome Rival hah the very Man 

took down her Picture yefterday — the very fame that fet 
on me laft night — Bleft opportunity — [Offers to flwot him. 

Ang. Hold, you're miftaken Sir, 

Ant. By Heaven the very fame ! 
Sir, what pretenfions have you to this Lady ? 

Will. Sir, I don't ufe to be examin'd, and am ill at all 
Difputes but this {Draws, Anton, offers to JJioot. 

Ang. Oh, hold ! you fee he's arm'd with certain Death : 

[To Will. 

And you, Antonio, I command you hold, 

By all the Paffion you've fo lately vow'd me. 

Enter Don Pedro, fees Antonio, and ft ays. ~ 

Ped. Hah, Antonio! and. Angelica J [Afide. 

Ant. When I refufe Obedience to your Will, 
May you deftroy me with your mortal Hate. 
By all that's Holy I adore you fo, 
That even my Rival, who has Charms enough 
To make him fall a Victim to my Jealoufy, 
Shall live, nay, and have leave to love on ftill. 

Ped. What's this I hear ? [Afide. 

Ang. Ah, thus, 'twas thus he talk'd, and I believ'd. 

[Pointing to Will. 

Antonio, yefterday, 

I'd not have fold my Interefl in his Heart, 
For all the Sword has won and loft in Battle. 

But now to fhow my utmoft of Contempt, 

I give thee Life which if thou would'ft preferve, 

Live where my Eyes may never fee thee more, 
Live to undo fome one, whofe Soul may prove 
So bravely conftant to revenge my Love. 

[Goes out, Ant. follows, but Ped. pulls him back. 

Ped. Antonio ftay. 

Ant. Don Pedro 

Ped. 
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Ped. What Coward Fear was that prevented thee 
From meeting me this Morning on the Molof 

Ant. Meet thee? 

Ped. Yes me ; I was the Man that dar'd thee to't 

Ant. Haft thou fo often feen me fight in War, 
To find no better Caufe to excufe my Abfence ? 

1 fent my Sword and one to do thee Right, 

Finding my felf uncapable to ufe a Sword. 

Ped. But 'twas Florinda's Quarrel that we fought, 
And you, to fhew how little you efteem'd her, 
Sent me your Rival, giving him your Intereft. 

But I have found the Caufe of this Affront, 

And when I meet you fit for the Difpute, 
I'll tell you my Refentment. 

Ant. I fhall be ready, Sir, e'er long to do you Reafon. 

[Exit Anto. 

Ped. If I cou'd find Florinda, now whilft my Anger's 
high, I think I fhou'd be kind, and give her to Belvile 
in Revenge. 

Will. Faith, Sir, I know not what you wou'd do, but 
I believe the Prieft within has been fo kind. 

Ped. How ! my Sifter-married ? 

Will. I hope by this time fhe is, and bedded too, or he 
has not my longings about him. 

Ped. Dares he do thus ? Does he not fear my Pow'r ? 

Will. Faith not all all. If you will go in, and thank 
him for the Favour he has done your Sifter, fo ; if hot, Sir, 
my Power's greater in this Houfe than yours ; I have a 
damn'd furly Crew here, that will keep you till the next 
Tide, and then clap you on board my Prize ; my Ship 
lies but a League off the Molo, and we fhall fhow your 
Donfhip a damn'd Tramontana Rover's Trick. 
Enter Belvile. 

Belv. This Rogue's in fome new Mifchief hah, Pe- 
dro return'd ! 

Ped. Colonel Belvile, I hear you have married my t Sifter. 

Bel. You have heard truth then, Sir. 

Ped. Have I f o ? then, Sir, I wifh you Joy. 

Bel. How! 

Ped. By this Embrace I do, and I am glad on't. 

Bel. 



86 The Rover; or, 

Bel. Are you in earneft ? 

Fed. By our long Friendfhip and my Obligations to 

thee, I am. The hidden Change Fll give you Reafons for 

anon. Come lead me to my Sifter, that me may know 

I now approve her Choice. [Exit Bel. with Ped. 

[Will, goes to follow them. Enter Hellena as before 

in Boy's Clothes •, and pulls him back. 

Will. Ha ! my Gipfy Now a thoufand Bleffmgs 

on thee for this Kindnefs. Egad Child I was e'en in de- 
fpair of ever feeing thee again ; my Friends are all provid- 
ed for within, each Man his kind Woman. 

Hell. H ah ! I thought they had ferv'd me fome fuch Trick. 

Will. And I was e'en refolv'd to go aboard, condemn 
my felf to my lone Cabin, and the Thoughts of thee. 

Hell. And cou'd you have left me behind ? wou'd you 
have been fo ill-natur'd ? 

Will. Why, 'twou'd have broke my Heart Child 

but fmce we are met again, I defy foul Weather to part us. 

Hell. And wou'd you be a faithful Friend now, if a 
Maid fhou'd truft you. 

Will. For a Friend I cannot promife, thou art of a Form 
so excellent, a Face and Humour too good for cold dull 
Friendfhip.; I am parloufly afraid of being in love Child, 
and you have not forgot how feverely you have us'd 
me. 

Hell. That's all one, fuch Ufage you muft Hill look for, 
to find out all your Haunts, to rail at you to all that love 
you, till I have made you love only me in your own De- 
fence, becaufe no body elfe will love. 

Will. But haft thou no better Quality to recommend 
thy felf by ? 

Hell. Faith none Captain Why, 'twill be the grea- 
ter Charity to take me for thy Miftrefs, I am a lone Child, 
a kind of Orphan Lover ; and why I fhou'd die a Maid, 
and in a Captain's Hands too, I do not underftand. 

Will. Egad, I was never claw'd away with Broad Sides 
from any Female before, thou haft one Virtue I adore, 
good-Nature ; I hate a coy demure Miftrefs, fhe's as 
troublefom as a Colt, I'll break none ; no, give me a 
mad Miftrefs when mew'd, and in flying on I dare truft 

upon 
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upon the Wing, that whilft fhe's kind will come to the Lure. 

Hell. Nay as kind as you will good Captain, whilft it 
lafts, but let's lofe no time. 

Will. My time's as precious to me, as thine can be ; 
therefore dear Creature, fmce we are fo well agreed, let's 
retire to my Chamber, and if ever thou wert treated with 

fuch favory Love Come My Bed's prepar'd for 

fuch a Gueft, all clean and fweet as thy fair felf ; I love to 
fteal a Dilh and a Bottle with a Friend, and hate long 
Graces Come let's retire and fall to. 

Hell. 'Tis but getting my Confent, and the Bufmefs is 
foon done ; let but old Gaffer Hymen and his Priefl fay 
Amen to't, and I dare lay my Mother's Daughter by as pro- 
per a Fellow as your Father's Son, without fear or blufhing. 

Will. Hold, hold, no Bugg Words Child, Priefl and 
Hymen: prithee add Hangman to 'em to make up the 
Confort — No, no, we'll have no Vows but Love, Child, 
nor Witnefs but the Lover ; the kind Deity injoins naught 
but love and enjoy. Hymen and Priefl wait flill upon 
Portion, and Joynture ; Love and Beauty have their own 
Ceremonies. Marriage is as certain a Bane to Love, as 
lending Money is to Friendfhip : I'll neither ask nor give 
a Vow, tho I could be content to turn Gipfy, and become 
a Left-hand Bridegroom, to have the Pleafure of working 
that great Miracle of making a Maid a Mother, if you durft 
venture ; 'tis upfe Gipfy that, and if I mifs I'll lofe my 
Labour. 

Hell. And if you do not lofe, what fhall I get ? A 
Cradle full of Noife and Mifchief, with a Pack of Repen- 
tance at my Back ? Can you teach me to weave Incle to 
pafs my time with ? 'Tis upfe Gipfy that too. 

Will. I can teach thee to weave a true Love's Knot 
better. 

Hell. So can my Dog. 

Will. Well, I fee we are both upon our Guard, and I 
fee there's no way to conquer good Nature, but by yield- 
ing here give me thy Hand one Kifs 

and I am thine 

Hell. One Kifs ! How like my Page he fpeaks ; I am 
refolv'd you fhall have none, for asking fuch a fneaking 

Sum 
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Sum — He that will be fatisfied with one Kifs will never 
die of that Longing ; good Friend fingle-Kifs, is all your 

talking come to this ? A Kifs, a Caudle ! farewel 

Captain hngle-Kifs. [Going out he flays her. 

Will. Nay if we part fo, let me die like a Bird upon a 
Bough, at the Sheriff's Charge. By Heaven, both the In- 
dies fhall not buy thee from me. I adore thy Humour and 
will marry thee, and we are fo of one Humour, it muft 

be a Bargain give me thy Hand 

[Kijfes her Hand. 
And now let the blind ones (Love and Fortune) do their 
worft. 

Hell. Why, God-a-mercy, Captain ! 

Will. But harkye — The Bargain is now made ; but is 
is not fit we fhou'd know each other's Names? That 
when we have Reafon to curfe one another hereafter, and 
People ask me who 'tis I give to the Devil, I. may at leaft 
be able to tell what Family you came of. 

Hell. Good reafon, Captain ; and where I have caufe, 
(as I doubt not but I fhall have plentiful) that I may know 

at whom to throw my Bleffings 1 befeech 

ye your Name. 

Will. I am call'd Robert the Conflant. 

Hell. A very fine Name ! pray was it your Faulkner 
or Butler that chriften'd you ? Do they not ufe to whiftle 
when they call you ? 

Will. I hope you have a better, that a Man may name 
without croffing himfelf, you are fo merry with mine. 

Hell. I am call'd Hellena the Inconflant. 

Enter Pedro, Belvile, Florinda, Fred. Valeria. 

Fed. Ha ! Hellena ! 

Florin. Hellena! 

Hell. The very fame — hah my Brother ! now Captain 
fhew your Love and Courage ; ftand to your Arms, and 
defend me bravely, or I am loll for ever. 

Ped. What's this I hear? falfe Girl, how came you 
hither, and what's your Buhnefs ? Speak. 

[Goes roughly to her. 

Will. Hold off Sir, you have leave to parly only. 

[Puts hi7nf elf between. 
Hell. 
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Hell. I had e'en as good tell it, "as you guefs it. Faith 
Brother, my Bufinefs is the fame with all living Creatures 
of my Age, to love, and be loved, and here's the Man. 

Ped. Perfidious Maid, haft thou deceived me too, de- 
ceived thy felf and Heaven ? 

Hell. 'Tis time enough to make my Peace with that : 
Be you but kind, let me alone with Heaven. 

Ped. Belvile, I did not expect this falfe Play from you ; 
was't not enough you'd gain Florinda (which I pardon'd) 
but your leud Friends too mufl be inrich'd with the Spoils 
of a noble Family ? 

Belv. Faith Sir, I am as much furpriz'd at this as you 
can be : Yet, Sir, my Friends are Gentlemen, and ought 
to be efteem'd for their Misfortunes, fmce they have the 
Glory to fuffer with the belt of Men and Kings ; 'tis true, 
he's a Rover of Fortune, yet a Prince aboard his little 
wooden World. 

Ped. What's this to the maintenance of a Woman of 
her Birth and Quality ? 

Will. Faith Sir, I can boafl of nothing but a Sword 
which does me Right where-e'er I come, and has defend- 
ed a worfe Cause than a Woman's : and fmce I lov'd her 
before I either knew her Birth or Name, I mull purfue 
my Refolution, and marry her. 

Ped. And is all your holy Intent of becoming a Nun 
debauch'd into a Defire of Man ? 

Hell. Why 1 have confider'd the matter Brother, 

and find the Three hundred thoufand Crowns my Uncle 
left me (and you cannot keep from me) will be better 
laid out in Love than in Religion, and turn to as good an 

Account let molt Voices carry it, for Heaven or the 

Captain ? 

All cry, A Captain, a Captain. 

Hell. Look ye Sir, 'tis a clear Cafe. 

Ped. Oh I am mad if I refufe, my Life's in Dan- 
ger [Afcde. 

— Come — There's one motive induces me — take her — I 
fhall now be free from the fear of her Honour ; guard it 
you now, if you can, I have been a Slave to't long 
enough. [Gives her to him. 

Will. Faith Sir, I am of a Nation, that are of opinion a 

Woman's 
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Woman's Honour is not worth guarding, when fhe has a 
mind to part with it. 

Hell. Well faid, Captain. 

Ped. This was your Plot Miftrefs, but I hope you have 

married one that will revenge my Quarrel to you 

[To Valeria. 

Val. There's no altering Defliny, Sir. 

Ped. Sooner than a Woman's Will, therefore I for- 
give you all and wifh you may get my Father's Par- 
don as eafily ; which I fear. 

Enter Blunt dreji in a Spanifh Habit, looking very ridicu- 
loufly ; his Man adjujlmg his Band. 

Man. 'Tis very well Sir. 

Blunt. Well Sir, 'dfheartlikins I tell you 'tis damnable 

ill Sir a Spanifh Habit, good Lord ! Cou'd the 

Devil and my Taylor devife no other Punifhment for me, 
but the Mode of a Nation I abominate ? 

Bell. What's the matter, Ned? 

Blunt. Pray view me round, and judge — [Turns round. 

Bell. I muft confefs thou art a kind of an odd Figure. 

Blunt. In a Spanifh Habit with a Vengeance ! I had 
rather be in the Inquifition for Judaifm, than in this 
Doublet and Breeches ; a Pillory were an eafy Collar to 
this, three Handfuls high ; and thefe Shoes too are 
worfe than the Stocks, with the Sole an inch fhorter than 
my Foot : In fine, Gentlemen, methinks I look altoge- 
ther like a Bag of Bays fluff'd full of Fools flefh. 

Bel. Methinks 'tis well, and makes thee look en 
Cavalier ; 

Come, Sir, fettle your Face, and falute our Friends, 
Lady 

Blunt. Hah ! Say'fl thou fo, my littler-Rover ? 

[7* Hell. 
Lady — (if you be one) give me leave to kifs your Hand, 
and tell you, adfheartlikins, for all I look fo, I am your 

humble Servant A Pox of my Spanifh Habit. 

Will. Hark what's this ? [Mufc-ck is heard to Play. 

Enter Boy. 

Boy. Sir as the Cuflom is, the gay People in Mafque- 
rade, who make every Man's Houfe their own, are com- 
ing up. Enter 
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Enter fever al Men and Women in mafquing Habits , with 
Mufick, they put them/elves in order and dance. 
Blunt. Adfheartlikins, wou'd 'twere lawful to pull off 
their falfe Faces, that I might fee if my Doxy were not 
amongft 'em. 

Belv. Ladies and Gentlemen, fmce you are come fo 
a propos, you mufl take a fmall Collation with us. 

[To the Mafquers. 

Will. Whilft we'll to the Good Man within, who flays 

to give us a Caft of his Office. [To Hell. 

Have you no trembling at the near approach ? 

. Hell. No more than you have in an Engagement or a 
Tempefl. 

Will. Egad thou'rt a brave Girl, and I admire thy Love 
and Courage. 

Lead on, no other Dangers they can dread, 
Who venture in the Storms o'th' Marriage-Bed. 

[Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 



I 



THE banijht Cavaliers J a Roving Blade / 
A popifh Carnival ! a Mafquerade I 
The DeviPs in't if this will pleafe the Nation, 
In thefe our bleffed Times of Reformation, . 

When Conventicling isfo much in Fafhion, ) 

And yet 

lliat mutinous Tribe lefs Faclions do beget, 
Than your continual differing in Wit ; 
Your Judgment's (as your Paffions) a Difeaje : 
Nor Mufe nor M if s your Appetite can pleafe ; 
You 1 re grown as nice as queafy Confciences, 
Whofe each Convulfion, when the Spirit moves, 
Damns every thing that Maggot dif approves. 

With canting Rule you wou'd the Stage refine, 
And to dull Method all our Senfe con line. 

With 
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With th' Infolence of Common-wealths you rule, \ 

Where each gay Fop, and politick brave Fool \ 

On Monarch Wit impofe without controul. J 

As for the lafl who feldom fees a Play, 

Unlefs it be the old Black-Fryers way, 

Shaking his empty Noddle o'er Bamboo, 

He crys — Good Faith, thefe Plays will never do. 

— Ah, Sir, in my young days, what lofty Wit, 

What high-fir ain' d Scenes of Fighting there were writ : 

Thefe are flight airy Toys. But tell me, pray, 

What has the Houfe of Commons done to dayf 

Then fhews his Politicks, to let you fee 

Of State Affairs he'll judge as notably, 

As he can do of Wit and Poetry. 

The younger Sparks, who hither do refort, 

Cry 

Pox o' your gentle things, give us more Sport ; 

— Damn me, Pmfure 'twill never pleafe the Court. 

Such Fops are never pleas' d, tinlefs ihe Play 
Be fluff' d with Fools, as brisk and dull as they : 
Such might the Half -Cr own fp are, and in a Glafs 
At home behold a more acco7nplifht Afs, 
Where they may fet their Cravats, Wigs, and Faces, 
And praclife all their Buffoonry Grimaces ; 
See how this — Huff becomes — this Dammy— -flare — 
Which they at home may acl, becaufe they dare, 
But — mufl with prudent Caution do elfewhere. 
Oh that our Nokes, or Tony Lee cou'dfhow 
A Fop but half fo much to W Life as you. 
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PART II. 



PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr. Smith. 

N vain we labour to reform the Stage, 
Poets have caught too the Difeafe o'th' Age, 
That Peft, of not being quiet when they're \ 
well, 
That reftlefs Fever, in the Brethren, Zeal ; f- 

In pub lick Spirits calVd, Good o' th' Commonweal. | 
Some for this Faclion cry, others for that, ' 

The pious Mobile for they know not what : 
So tho by different ways the Fever feize, 
In all His one and the fame 7nad Difeafe. 
Our Author too, as all new Zealots do, 
Full of Conceit and Contradiclion too, 
'Caufe thefirft Projecl'took, is nowfo vain, 
T ' attempt to play the old Game o'er again : 

The 
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The Scene is only changed; for who worfd lay 
A Plot,fo hopeful, jufl the fame dull way ? 
Poets, like State/men, with a little change, 
Pafs off old P oliticks for new and flrange ; 
Tho the few Men of Senfe deer ft aloud, 
The Cheat will pafs with the unthinking Croud: 
The Rabble His we court, thofe powerful things, 
Whofe Voices can impofe even Laws on Kings. 
A Pox of Senfe and Reafon, or dull Rules, 
Give us an Audience that declares for Fools ; 
Our Play will ft and fair : we've Monflers too, 
Which far exceed your City Pope for Show. 

Almighty Rabble, His to you this Day 
Our humble Author dedicates the Play, 
From thofe who in our lofty Tire ft, -\ 

Down to the dull Stage Cullies of the Pit, I. 

Who have much Money, and but little Wit: J 

Whofe ufeful Purfes, and whofe empty Skulls 
To private Intfreft make ye Publick Tools-, 
To work on Projecls which the wifer frame, 
And of fine Men of Bufmefs get the Name. 
You who have left caballing here of late, 
Implofd in matters of a mightier weight ; 
To you we make our humble Application, \ 

You' d fpare fome time from your dear new Vocation, v 
Of drinking deep, then fettling the Nation, J 

To countenance us, whom Commonwealths of old 
Did the mofl politick Diverfion hold. 
Plays werefo ufeful thought to Government, 
That Laws were made for their Eftablifhment ; 
However in Schools differing Opinions jar, 
Yet all agree i y th' crouded Theatre, 
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I et, ull agree o lh, uruwweu, jl ri,cu,(,r e, > 

Which none forfook in any Change or War, J 

That, like their Gods, unviolated flood, 

Equally needful to the publick Good. 

Throw then, Great Sirs,fome vacant hours away, 

And your Petitioners fhall humbly pray y &c. 



Dramatis 



Mr. Underhill. 

Mr. Nokes. 

Mr. Wiltjhire. 
Mr. Richards. 



Dramatis Perforin. 



MEN. 

Willmore, The Rover, in love with La } Mr Smitht 
Nuche, j 

Beaumond, the Englijh Ambaffador's 

Nephew, in love with La Nuche, Mr. Williams. 
contracted to Ariadne, 

Ned Blunt, an Englijh Country Gentle- 
man, 

Nicholas Fether Jo ol,?c& Englijh Squire, his 
Friend. 

Shift an EngliM Friends andofficers \ 
Lieutenant Willmore, 

Hunt, an Eniign.J ' 

Harlequin, Willmore 's Man. 

Abevile, Page to Beaumond. 

Don Carlo, an old Grandee, in love with} ^ *r . 
La Nuche, J r * rr ^* 

WOMEN. 

Ariadne, the Englijh Ambaffador's] 

Daughter-in-law, in love with Will- \ Mrs. Corror. 
more, ) 

Lucia, her Kinfwoman, a Girl, Mrs. Norris. 

La Nuche, a Spanijh Curtezan, in love) M „ 
with the Rover, J Mrs * "^^ 

Petronella Eleanora, her Baud, Mrs. Norris. 

Aurelia, her Woman, Mrs. Crojts. 

Sancho, her Bravo. 

An old y^w, Guardian to the two Mon- 1 y, ^ 

A Woman Giant. 
A Dwarf her Sifter. 

Scaramouche, Servants, Muficians, Operators and 
Spectators. 



SCENE, Madrid. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Enter Willmore, Blunt, Fetherfool, and Hunt, two more 
in Campain Dreffes, Rag the Captain's Boy. 

Will. |gf|j§i| T AY, this is the Englifh Ambaffador's. 
I'll inquire if Beaumond be returned 
from Paris. 

Feth. Prithee, dear Captain, no 
more Delays, unlefs thou thinkefl he will invite us to 
Dinner ; for this fine thin fharp Air of Madrid has a moft 
notable': Faculty of provoking an Appetite : Prithee let's 
to the Ordinary. 

Will. I will not flay [Knocks, enter a Porter. 

Friend, is the Ambaffador's Nephew, Mr. Beaumond, 

returned to Madrid yet ? If he be, I would fpeak with 
him. 

Port. I'll let him know fo much. 

{Goes in, Jhuts the Door. 

Blunt. Why, how now, what's the Door fhut upon 
us? 

Feth. And reafon, Ned, 'tis Dinner-time in the Ambaf- 
fador's Kitchen, and fhould they let the favory Steam out, 
what a world of Cajlilians would there rje at the Door 

feeding upon't. Oh there's no living in Spain when 

the Pot's uncover'd. 

Blunt. Nay, 'tis a Nation of the fineft clean Teeth — 

Feth. Teeth 1 Gad an they ufe their Swords no oftner, 
a Scabbard will lafl an Age. 

Enter Shift from the Houfe. 

Will. Honefl Lieutenant 

Shift. My noble Captain Welcome to Madrid. 

What Mr. Blu7it, and my honoured Friend Nicholas Fe- 
therfool Efq. 

Feth. Thy Hand, honefl Shift — [They embrace him. 

Will. 
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Will. And how Lieutenant, how ftand Affairs in this 

unfanctify'd Town ? How does Love's great Artillery, 

the fair La Nuche, from whofe bright Eyes the little wan- 
ton God throws Darts to wound Mankind ? 

Shift. Faith, fhe carries all before her flill ; undoes her 
Fellow-traders in Love's Art : and amongfl the Number, 
old Carlo de Minalta Segofa pays high for two Nights in 
a Week. 

Will. Hah Carlo! Death, what a greeting's here ! 

Carlo the happy Man ! a Dog ! a Rafcal, gain the bright 
La Nuche I Oh Fortune ! Curfed blind miftaken Fortune ! 
eternal Friend to Fools I Fortune ! that takes the noble 
Rate from Man, to place it on her Idol Intereft. 

Shift. Why Faith Captain, I mould think her Heart 
might ftand as fair for you as any, could you be lefs fa- 
tirical — but by this Light, Captain, you return her Rail- 
lery a little too roughly. 

Will. Her Raillery ! By this Hand I had rather be 
handfomly abus'd than dully flatter'd ; but when fhe 
touches on my Poverty, my honourable Poverty, fhe 
preffes me too fenfibly for nothing is fo nice as Po- 
verty But damn her, I'll think of her no more : for 

fhe's a Devil, tho her Form be an Angel. IsBeaumond 
come from Paris yet ? 

Shift. He is, I came with him ; he's impatient of your 
Return : I'll let him know you're here. [Exit Shift. 

Feth. Why, what a Pox ails the Captain o'th' hidden ? 
He looks as fullenly as a routed General, or a Lover af- 
ter hard Service. 

Blunt. Oh — fomething the Lieutenant has told him 
about a Wench ; and when Cupid's in his Breeches, the 

Devil's ever in's Head how now ? : What, a pox is 

the matter with you, you look so fcurvily now ? — What, is 
the Gentlewoman otherwife provided? has fhe calhier'd 

ye for want of Pay ? or what other dire Mif chance ? 

hah 

Will. Do not trouble me 

Blunt. Adfheartlikins, but I will, and beat thee too, 
but I'll know the Caufe. I heard Shift tell thee fomething 

7 V O L. I. F about 
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about La Nuche, a Damfel I have often heard thee Fool 
enough to figh for. 

Will. Confound the mercenary Jilt ! 
Blunt. Nay, adfheartlikins they are all fo ; tho I thought 
you had been Whore-proof; 'tis enough for us Fools, 
Country-Gentlemen, Efquires, and Cullies, to mifcarry in 
their amorous Adventures, you men of Wit weather all 
Storms you. 

Will. Oh Sir, you're become a new Man, wife and 
wary, and can no more be cozen'd. 

Blunt. Not by Woman-kind ; and for Man I think my 
Sword will fecure me. Pox I thought a two Months ab- 
fence and a Siege would have put fuch Trifles out of thy 
Head : You do not ufe to be fuch a Miracle of Conflancy. 

Will. That Abfence makes me think of her fo much ; 
and all the Paffions thou find'ft about me are to the Sex 
alone. Give me a Woman, Ned, a fine young amorous Wan- 
ton, who would allay this Fire that makes me rave thus, 
and thou fhouldfl find me no longer particular, and cold 
as Winter-Nights to this La Nuche : Yet fince I loft my 
little charming Gipfey, nothing has gone fo near my Heart 
as this. 

Blunt. Ay there was a Girl, the only fhe thing that 
could reconcile me to the Petticoats again after my Naples 
Adventure, when the Quean rob'd and ftript me. 

WilL Oh name not Hellena / She was a Saint to be 
ador'd on Holy-days. 

Enter Beaumond. 

Beau. Willmore / my carelefs wild inconftant how 

is't,, my lucky Rover ? 

Will. My Life ! my Soul ! how glad am I to find thee 

in my Arms again — and well When left you Paris f 

Paris, that City of Pottage and Crab-Wine, fwarming 
with Lacquies and Philies, whofe Government is carried 

on by moft Hands, not moil Voices And prithee how 

does Belvile and his Lady ? 

Beau. I left 'em both in Health at St. Germains. 

Will. Faith I have wifht my felf with ye at the old Tem- 
ple of Bacchus, at St. Clou, to facrifice a Bottle and a 
Damfel to his Deity. 

Beau. 
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Beau. My conftant Place of Worsfliip whilft there, tho 
for want of new Saints my Zeal grew fomething cold, 
which I was ever fain to fupply with a Bottle, the old 
Remedy when Phillis is fullen and abfent. 

Will. Now thou talk'ft of Phillis, prithee dear Harry 
what Women haft in ftore ? 

Beau. Ill tell thee ; but firft inform me whom thefe two 
Sparks are. 

Will. Egad and fo they are Child : Salute 'em They 

are my Friends True Blades Hal. highly guilty of 

the royal Crime, poor and brave, loyal Fugitives. 

Beau. I love and honour 'em, Sir, as fuch — [Bowing to 

Blunt. Sir, there's neither Love nor Honour loft. (Blunt. 

Feth. Sir, I fcorn to be behind-hand in Civilities. 

Beau. At firft fight I find I am much yours, Sir. [To Feth. 

Feth. Sir, I love and honour any Man that's a Friend to 

Captain Willmore and therefore I am yours 

Enter Shift. 
— Well honeft Lieutenant, how does thy Body ? — When 
fhall Ned, and thou and I, crack a Bisket o'er a Glafs of 
Wine, have a Slice of Treafon and fettle the Nation, hah ? 

Shift. You know, Squire, I am devotedly yours. 

[They talk aftde 

Beau. Prithee who are thefe ? 

Will. Why, the firft you faluted is the fame Ned Blunt 
you have often heard Belvile- and I fpeak of : the other is 
a Rarity of another Nature, one Squire Fetherfool of 
Croydon, a tame Juftice of Peace, who liv'd as innocent- 
ly as Ale and Food could keep him, till for a miftaken 
Kindnefs to one of the Royal Party, he loft his Com- 
miffion, and got the Reputation of a Sufferer : He's rich, 
but covetous as an Alderman. 

Beau. What a Pox do'ft keep 'em Company for, who 
have neither Wit enough to divert thee, nor Good-nature 
enough to ferve thee ? 

Will. Faith Harry 'tis true, and if there were no more 
Charity than Profit in't, a Man would fooner keep a Cough 
o'th' Lungs than be troubled with 'em ; but the Rafcals 
have a blind fide as all conceited Coxcombs have, which 
when I've nothing elfe to do, I fhall expofe to advance 
F 2 onr 
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our Mirth ; the Rogues mull be cozen'd, becaufe they're 
fo pofitive they never can be fo : but I am now for fofter 

Joys, for Woman, for Woman in abundance dear 

Hall, inform me where I may fafely unlade my Heart. 

Beau. The fame Man ftill, wild and wanton ! 

Will. And would not change to be the Catholick King. 

Beau. I perceive Marriage has not tam'd you, nor a 
Wife who had all the Charms of her Sex. 

Will. Ay fhe was too good for Mortals. 

[ With a /ham Sadnefs. 

Belv. I think thou hadft her but a Month, prithee how 
dy'dlhe? 

Will. Faith, e'en with a fit of Kindnefs poor Soul — - 

fhe would to Sea with me, and in a Storm- far from 

Land, fhe gave up the Ghofl 'twas a Lofs, but I 

mult bear it with a chriftian Fortitude. 

Beau. Short Happineffes vanifh like to Dreams. 

Will. Ay faith, and nothing remains with me but the fad 

Remembrance not fo much as the leafl Part of her 

hundred thoufand Crowns ; Brujfels that inchanted Court 
has eas'd me of that Grief, where our Heroes act Tantalus 
better than ever Ovid defcrib'd him, condemn'd daily to 
fee an Apparition of Meat, Food in Vifion only. Faith 
I had Bowels, was good-natur'd, and lent upon the pub- 
lick Faith as far as 'twill go- But come, let's leave this 

mortifying Difcourfe, and tell me how the price of Plea- 
fure goes. 

Beau. At the old Rates ftill ; he that gives molt is hap- 
pieft, fome few there are for Love ! 

Will. Ah, one of the laft, dear Beaumond ; and if a 
Heart or Sword can purchafe her, I'll bid as fair as the 
beft. Damn it, I hate a Whore that asks me Mony. 

Beau. Yet I have known thee venture all thy Stock for 
a new Woman. 

Will. Ay, fuch a Fool I was in my dull Days of Con- 
ftancy, but I am now for Change, (and fhould I pay as 

often, 'twould undo me) for Change, my Dear, of 

Place, Clothes, Wine, and Women. Variety is the Soul 
of Pleafure, a Good unknown ; and we want Faith to 
find it. 

Beau. 
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Beau. Thou wouldft renounce that fond Opinion, Will- 
more, didft thou fee a Beauty here in Town, whofe 
Charms have Power to fix inconflant Nature or Fortune 
were fhe tottering on her Wheel. 

Will. Her Name, my Dear, her Name ? 

Beau. I would not breathe it even in my Complaints, 
left amorous Winds mould bear it o'er the World, and 
make Mankind her Slaves ; but that it is a Name too 
cheaply known, and fhe that owns it may be as cheaply 
purchased. 

Will. Hah ! cheaply purchased too ! I languifh for her. 

Beau. Ay, there's the Devil on't, fhe is — a Whore. 

Will. Ah, what a charming Sound that mighty Word 
bears ! 

Beau. Damn her, fhe'll be thine or any body's. 

Will. I die for her 

Beau. Then for her Qualities 

Will. No more ye Gods, I ask no more, 

Be fhe but fair and much a Whore -Come let's to her. 

Beau. Perhaps to morrow you may fee this Woman. 

Will. Death, 'tis an Age. 

Feth. Oh, Captain, the flrangefl News, Captain. 

Will. Prithee what ? 

Feth. Why, Lieutenant Shift here tells us of two Mon- 
flers arriv'd from Mexico, Jews of vaft Fortunes, with 
an old Jew Uncle their Guardian ; they are worth a hun- 
dred thoufand Pounds a piece Mercy upon's, why, 

'tis a Sum able to purchafe all Flanders again from his moft 
chriflian Majefly. 

Will. Ha, ha, ha, Monflers ! 

Beau. He tells you Truth, Willmore. 

Blunt. But hark ye, Lieutenant, are you fure they are 
not married ? 

Beau. Who the Devil would venture on fuch formida- 
ble Ladies ? 

Feth. How, venture on 'em ! by the Lord Harry, and 
that would I, tho I'm a Juflice of the Peace, and they be 
Jews, (which to a Chriflian is a thoufand Reafons.) 

Blunt. Is the Devil in you to declare our Defigns ? [Afide, 

Feth. Mum, as clofe as a Jefuit.. 

F 3. Beau*. 
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Beau. Ifadmire your Courage, Sir, but one of them 
is fo little, and fo deform'd, 'tis thought fhe is not capa- 
ble of Marriage ; and the other is fo huge an overgrown 
Giant, no Man dares venture on her. 

Will. Prithee let's go fee ; em ; what do they pay for 
going in ? 

Feth. Pay I'd have you to know they are Mon- 
gers of Quality. 

Shift. And not to be feen but by particular Favour of 
their Guardian, whom I am got acquainted with, from 
the Friendfhip I have with the Merchant where they lay. 
The Giant, Sir, is in love with me, the Dwarf with En- 
fign Hunt, and as we manage Matters we may prove lucky. 

Beau. And didft thou fee the Show ? the Elephant and 
the Moufe. 

Shift. Yes, and pleas'd them wondroufly with News 
I brought 'em of a famous Mountebank who is coming 

to Madrid, here are his Bills who amongft other 

his marvellous Cures, pretends to reftore Miflakes in Na- 
ture, to new-mould a Face and Body tho never fo mifha- 
pen, to exact Proportion and Beauty. This News has 
made me gracious to the Ladies, and I am to bring 'em 
word of the Arrival of this famous Empirick, and to ne- 
gotiate the Bufmefs of their Reformation. 
; Will. And do they think to be reflor'd to moderate fizes ? 

Shift. Much pleas'd with the Hope, and are refolv'd to 
try at any Rate. ^ ; 

Feth. Mum, Lieutenant not too much of their 

transformation ; we fhall have the Captain put in for a 
Share, and the Devil would not have him his Rival : Ned 

and I are refolv'd to venture a Call for 'em as they are 

Hah, Ned. 

[Will, and Beau, read the Bill. 

Blunt. Yes, if there were any Hopes of your keeping 
a Secret. 

Feth. Nay, nay, Ned, the World knows I am a plaguy 
Fellow at your Secrets ; that, and my Share of the Charge 
fhall be my Part, for Shift fays the Guardian muft be brib'd 
for Confent : Now the other Moiety of the Mony and 
the Speeches fhall be thy part, for thou haft a pretty Knack 

that 
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that way. Now Shift fhall bring Matters neatly about, 
and well pay him by the Day, or in grofs, when we are 
married hah Shift. 

Shift. Sir, I fhall be reafonable. 

Will. I am fure Fetherfool and Blunt have fome wife 

Defign upon thefe two Monfters it muft be fo 

and this Bill has put an extravagant Thought into my 
Head hark ye Shift. [Whifpers to him. 

Blunt. The Devil's in't if this will not redeem my Re- 
putation with the Captain, and give him to underftand 
that all the Wit does not lie in the Family of the Will* 
mores, but that this Noddle of mine can be fruitful too 
upon Occafion. 

Feth. Ay, and Lord how we'll domineer, Ned, hah — 
over Willmore and the reft of the Renegado Officers, 
when we have married thefe Lady Monfters, hah, Ned. 

Blunt. — Then to return back to Effex worth a Million. 

Feth. And I to Croyden 

Blunt. Lolling in Coach and Six 

Feth. Be dub'd Right Worfhipful 

Blunt. And ftand for Knight of the Shire. 

Will. Enough -I muft have my Share of this J eft, 

and for divers and fundry Reafons thereunto belonging, 
muft be this very Mountebank expected. 

Shift. Faith, Sir, and that were no hard matter, for a 
day or two the Town will believe it, the fame they look 
for : and the Bank, Operators and Mufick are all ready. 

Will. Well enough, add but a Harlequin and Scara- 
mouch, and I fhall mount in querpo. 

Shift. Take no care for that, Sir, your Man, and En- 
fign Hunt, are excellent at thofe two ; I faw 'em ac~t 'em 
the other day to a Wonder, they'll be glad of the Em- 
ployment, my felf will be an Operator. 

Will. No more, get it ready, and give it out, the Man 
of Art's arrived : Be diligent and fecret, for thefe two po- 
litick Affes muft be cozen'd. 

Shift. I will about the Bufmefs inftantly. [Ex. Shift. 

Beau. This Fellow will do Feats if he keeps his Word. 

Will. I'll give you mine he fhall But, dear Beau- 

mond, where fhall we meet anon ? 

F 4 Beau. 
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B£au. I thank ye for that — 'Gad, ye fhall dine with me. 

Feth. A good Motion 

Will. I beg your Pardon now, dear Beaumond — I ha- 
ving lately nothing elfe to do, took a Command of Horfe 
from the General at the laft Siege, from which I am juft 
arriv'd, and my Baggage is behind, which I muft take or- 
der for. 

Feth. Pox on't now there's a Dinner loft, 'twas ever an 
unlucky Rafcal. 

Beau. To tempt thee more, thou malt fee my Wife that 
is to be. 

Will. Pox on't, I am the leudeft Company in Chriften- 

dom with your honeft Women but What 

art thou to be noos'd then ? 

Beau. Tis fo defign'd by my Uncle, if an old Grandee 
my Rival prevent it not ; the Wench is very pretty, young, 
and rich, and lives in the fame Houfe with me, for 'tis 
my Aunt's Daughter. 

Will. Much good may it d'ye Harry, I pity you, but 'tis 
the common Grievance of you happy Men of Fortune. 

[Goes towards the Houfe-door with Beau. 
Enter La Nuche, Aurelia, Petronella, Sancho, Women 
veild a little. 

Aur. Heavens, Madam, is not that the Englijh Captain? 

[Looking on Will. 

La Nu. 'Tis, and with him Don Henrick the Ambaf- 

fador's Nephew how my Heart pants and heaves at 

fight of him ! fome Fire of the old Flames remaining, 
which I muft ftrive to extinguifh. For I'll not bate a 
Ducat of 4 this Price I've fet upon my felf, for all the Plea- 
fares Youth or Love can bring me for fee Aurelia — 

the fad Memento of a decay'd poor old forfaken Whore 
in Petronella ; confider her, and then commend my Pru- 
dence. 

Will. Hah, Women! ■ 

Feth. Egad and fine ones too, I'll tell you that. 

Will. No matter, Kindnefs is better Sauce to Woman 

than Beauty ! By this Hand fhe looks at me Why doft 

hold me ? [Feth. holds him. 

Feth. Why, what a Devil art mad ? 

Will. 
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Will. Raging, as vigorous Youth kept long from Beau- 
ty ; wild for the charming Sex, eager for Woman, I 
long to give a Loofe to Love and Pleafure. 

Blunt. Thefe are not Women, Sir, for you to ruffle — 
Will. Have a care of your Perfons of Quality, Ned. 

{Goes to La Nuche. 

— Thofe lovely Eyes were never made to throw 

their Darts in vain. 

La Nu. The Conqueft would be hardly worth the Pain. 
Will. Hah, La Nuche / with what a proud Difdain fhe 

flung away flay, I will not part fo with you 

[Holds her. 
Enter Ariadne and Lucia with Footmen. 
Aria. Who are thefe before us, Lucia ? 
Luc. I know not, Madam ; but if you make not hafle 
home, you'll be troubled with Carlo your importunate 
Lover, who is juft behind us. 
Aria. Hang me, a lovely Man ? what Lady's that ? flay. 
Pe. What Infolence is this ! This Villain will fpoil 

all 

Feth. Why, Captain, are you quite diffracted ? 

dofl know where thou art ? Prithee be civil 

Will. Go proud and cruel ! [Turns her from him. 

Enter Carlo, and two or three Spanifh Servants follow- 
ing ; Petronella goes to him. 
Car. Hah, affronted by a drunken Iflander, a faucy 

Tramontane ! Draw [To his Servants whilfl he 

takes La Nuche. 

whilfl I lead her off fear not, Lady, you have the 

Honour of my Sword to guard ye. 

Will. Hah Carlo ye lye it cannot guard the 

boafling Fool that wears it be gone and look not 

back upon this Woman. {Snatches her from him) One 

fmgle Glance deflroys thee 

[They draw and fight ; Carlo getting hindmofl of 
his Spaniards, the Englifh beat 'em off: The La- 
dies run away, all bu t Ariadne and Lucia. 
Luc. Heav'ns, Madam, why do ye flay ? 

Aria. To pray for that dear Stranger And fee, my 

Prayers are heard, and he's return'd in fafety this 

F 5 Door 
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Door fhall fhelter me to o'er-hearthe Quarrel. {Steps afide. 

Enter Will, Blunt, Feth. looking big, and putting 

up his Sword. 

Feth. The noble Captain be affronted by a ftarch'd 

Ruff and Beard, a Coward in querpo, a walking Bunch 

of Garlick, a pickle Pilchard ! abufe the noble Captain, 

and bear it off in State, like a Chriftmas Sweet-heart ; 

thefe things muff not be whilff Nicholas Fetherfool wears 

a Sword. 

Blunt. Pox o' thefe Women, I thought no good would 
come on J t : befides, where's the Jeff in affronting honeft 
Women, if there be fuch a thing in the Nation ? 

Feth. Hang't, 'twas the Devil and all 

Will. Ha, ha, ha ! Why good honeft homefpun Coun- 
try Gentleman, who do you think thofe were ? 

Feth. Were ! why, Ladies of Quality going to their 
Devotion ; who fhould they be ? 

Blunt. Why, faith, and fo I thought too. 

Will. Why, that very one Woman I fpoke to is ten 
Whores in Surrey. 

Feth. Prithee fpeak foftly Man : 'Slife, we fhall be 
poniarded for keeping thee company. 

Will. Wife Mr. Juftice, give me your Warrant, and 
if I do not prove 'em Whores, whip me. * 

Feth. Prithee hold thy fcandalous blafphemous Tongue, 
as if I did not know Whores from Perfons of Quality. 

Will. Will you believe me when you lie with her? 
for thou'rt a rich Afs, and may'ft do it. 

Feth. Whores ha, ha 

Will. 'Tis ftrange Logick now, becaufe your Band is 
better than mine, I mull not know a Whore better than 
you. 

Blunt. If this be a Whore, as thou fay'ft, I underftand 

nothing by this Light fuch a Wench would pafs for 

a Perfon of Quality in London. 

Feth. Few Ladies I have feen at a Sheriff's Feaft have 
better Faces, or worn fo good Clothes ; and by the Lord 
Harry, if thefe be of the gentle Craft, I'd not give a 
Real for an honeft Woman for my ufe. 

Will. Come follow me into the Church, for thither I 

am 
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am fure they're gone : And I will let you fee what a 
wretched thing yon had been had you liv'd feven Years 
longer in Surrey, ftew'd in Ale and Beef-broth. 

Feth. O dear Willmore, name not thofe favory things, 
there's no jetting with my Stomach ; it fleeps now, but 
if it wakes^ wo be to your Shares at the Ordinary. 

Blunt. I'll fay that for Fetherfool, if his Heart were 
but half fo good as his Stomach, he were a brave Fellow. 

[A/lde, Exeunt. 

Aria. I am refolv'd to follow and learn, if poffi- 

ble, who 'tis has made this fudden Conqueft o'er me. 

[All go off. 

(Scene draws, and dif covers a Church, a great many 
People at Devotion, f oft Mufcck playing. Enter La 
Nuche, Aurelia, Petron. and Sancho : To them 
Willmore, Feth. Blunt ; then Ariadne, Lucia ; Feth. 
bows to La Nuche and Petronella. 

Feth. Now as I hope to be fav'd, Blunt, fhe's a moft 
melodious Lady. Would I were worthy to purchafe a 
Sin or fo with her. Would not fuch a Beauty reconcile 
thy Quarrel to the Sex ? 

Blunt. No, were fhe an Angel in that Shape. 

Feth. Why, what a pox couldft not lie with her if 
fhe'd let thee ? By the Lord Harry, as errant a Dog as I 
am, I'd fain fee any of Cupid's Cook-maids put me out 
of countenance with fuch a Shoulder of Mutton. 

Aria. See how he gazes on her Lucia go 

nearer, and o'er-hear 'em. [Lucia liflens. 

Will. Death, how the charming Hypocrite looks today, 
with fuch a foft Devotion in her Eyes, as if even now 
fhe were praifmg Heav'n for all the Advantages it has bleft 
her with. 

Blunt. Look how Willmore eyes her, the Rogue's 
fmitten heart-deep Whores 

Feth. Only a Trick to keep her to himfelf he 

thought the Name of a Spanijh Harlot would fright us 
from attempting -I muft divert him how is't Cap- 
tain Prithee mind this Mufick Is it not moft 

Seraphical ? 

Will. Pox, let the Fidlers mind and tune their Pipes, 

I've 
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I've higher Pleafures now. 

Feth. Oh have ye fo ; what with Whores, Captain ? — 
'Tis a moft delicious Gentlewoman. [AJlde. 

Pet. Pray, Madam, mind that Cavalier, who takes fuch 
pains to recommend himfelf to you. 

, La Nu. Yes, for a fine conceited Fool ■ 

Pet. Catfo, a Fool, what elfe ? 

La Nu. Right, they are our noblefl Chapmen ; a Fool, 
and a rich Fool, and an Englijh rich Fool ■ 

Feth. 'Sbud fhe eyes me, Ned, I'll fet my felf in or- 
der, it may take '■ — hah [Sets himfelf. 

Pet. Let me alone to manage him, I'll to him 

La Nu. Or to the Devil, fo I had one Minute's time to 
fpeak to Willmore. 

Pet. And accofling him thus tell him 

La Nu. in a fiafty Tone.] — I am defperately in love 
with him, and am Daughter, Wife, or Miftrefs to fome 
Grandee bemoan the Condition of Women of Qua- 
lity in Spain, who by too much Conflraint are oblig'd to 

fpeak firft but were we bled like other Nations where 

Men and Women meet 

{Speaking fof aft, fhe offering to put in her word, is 
fill prevented by f other's running on. 

Pet. What Herds of Cuckolds would Spain breed — — 
'Slife, I could find in my heart to forfwear your Service : 
Have I taught ye your Trade, to become my Inftructor, 
how to cozen a dull phlegmatick greafy-brain'd Englifh- 
man ? — go and expect your Wifhes. 

Will. So, fhe has fent her Matron to our Coxcomb : 

fhe faw he was a Cully fit for Game who would not 

be a Rafcal to be rich, a Dog, an Afs, a beaten, hardened 

Coward by Heaven, I will poffefs this gay infenfible, 

to make me hate her — moft extremely curfe her 

See if fhe be not fallen to Pray'r again, from thence to 
Flattery, Jilting and Purfe-taking, to make the Proverb 

good My fair falfe Sybil, what Infpirations are you 

waiting for from Heaven, new Arts to cheat Mankind ! — 
Tell me, with what Face canfl thou be devout, or ask any 
thing from thence, who haft made fo leud a ufe of what 
it has already lavifh'd on thee ? 

La Nu. 
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La Nu. Oh my carelefs Rover ! I perceive all your Shot 
is not yet fpent in Battel, you have a Volley in referve for 

me ftin Faith, Officer, the Town has wanted Mirth 

in your Abfence. 

Will. And fo might all the wifer part for thee, who hall 
no Mirtfy no Gaiety about thee; but when thou wouldft 
defign fome Coxcomb's ruin ; to all the reft, a Soul thou 
haft fo dull, that neither Love nor Mirth, nor Wit or 

Wine can wake it to good Nature thou'rt one 

who lazily work'ft in thy Trade, and felPft for ready 
Mony fo much Kindnefs ; a tame cold Sufferer only, and 
no more. 

La Nu. What, you would have a Miflrefs like a Squir- 
rel in a Cage, always in Action one who is as free 

of her Favours as I am fparing of mine Well, 

Captain, I have known the time when La Nuche was fuch 
a Wit, fuch a Humour, fuch a Shape, and fuch a Voice, 
.(tho to fay Truth I fmg but fcurvily) 'twas Comedy to 
fee and hear me. 

Will. Why, yes Faith for once thou wert, and for 
once mayft be again, till thou know'ft thy Man, and know- 
eft him to be poor. At firft you lik'd me too, you faw me 
gay, no marks of Poverty dwelt in my Face or Drefs, 

and then I was the deareft lovelieft Man -all this 

was to my out-fide ; Death, you made love to my Bree- 
ches, carefs'd my Garniture and Feather, an Engli/h Fool 

of Quality you thought me 'Sheart, I have known a 

Woman doat on Quality, tho he has flunk thro all his 
Perfumes ; one who never went all to Bed to her, but 
left his Teeth, an Eye, falfe Back and Breaft, fometimes 
his Palate too upon her Toilet, whilfl her fair Arms hug'd 
the difmember'd Carcafe, and fwore him all Perfection, 
becaufe of Quality. 

La Nu. But he was rich, good Captain, was he not ? 

Will. Oh mofl damnably, and a confounded Blockhead, 
two certain remedies againfl your Pride and Scorn. 

La Nu. Have you done, Sir ? 

Will. With thee and all thy Sex, of which Pve try'd an 
hundred, and found none true or honeft. 

La Nu. Oh, I doubt not the number : for you are one 

of 
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of thofe healthy-ftomacht Lovers, that can digeft a Miflrefs 
in a Night, and hunger again next Morning : a Pox of 
your whining confumptive Conftitution, who are only 
conflant for want of Appetite : you have a fwinging Sto- 
mach to Variety, and Want having fet an edge upon 
your Invention, (with which you cut thro all Difficulties) 
you grow more impudent by Succefs. 

Will. I am not always fcorn'd then. 

La Nu. I have known you as confidently put your 
Hands into your Pockets for Money in a Morning, as if the 
Devil had been your Banker, when you knew you put 'em 
aff at Night as empty as your Gloves. 

Will. And it may be found Mony there too. 

La Nu. Then with this Poverty fo proud you are, you 
will not give the Wall to the Catholick King, unlefs his 
Picture hung upon't No Servants, no Mony, no Meat, 
always on foot, and yet undaunted ftill. 

Will. Allow me that, Child. 

La Nu. I wonder what the Devil makes you fo terma- 
gant on our Sex, 'tis not your high feeding, for your 
Grandees only dine, and that but when Fortune pleafes — 
For your parts, who are the poor dependent, brown Bread 
and old Adam's Ale is only current amongfl ye ; yet if lit- 
tle Eve walk in the Garden, the ftarv'd lean Rogues 
neigh after her, as if they were in Paradife. 

Will. Still true to Love you fee 

La Nu. I heard an Engli/h Capuchin swear, that if the 
King's Followers could be brought to pray as well as faft, 
there would be more Saints among 'em than the Church 
has ever canoniz'd. 

Will. All this with Pride I own r fmce 'tis a royal Caufe 
I fuffer for ; go purfue your Bufmefs your own way, infnare 

the Fool 1 faw the Toils you fet, and how that Face 

was ordered for the Conquefl, your Eyes brimful of dying 
lying Love ; and now and then a wifhing Glance or Sigh 
thrown as by chance ; which when the happy Coxcomb 
caught — you feign'd a Blufh, as angry and afham'd of the 
Difcovery : and all this Cunning's for a little mercenary 
Gain — fine Clothes, perhaps fome Jewels too,, whilft all 
the Finery cannot hide the Whore ! 

La Nu. 
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La Nu. There's your eternal Quarrel to our Sex, 'twere 
a fine Trade indeed to keep a Shop and give your Ware 
for Love : would it turn to account think ye, Captain, to 
trick and drefs, to deceive all wou'd enter ? faith Captain 
try the Trade. 

Pet. What in Difcourfe with this Railer ! come away ; 
Poverty's catching. [Returns from Difcourfe with Feth. 
/peaks to San. 

Will. So is the Pox, good Matron, of which you can 
afford good Penniworths. 

La Nu. He charms me even with his angry Looks, 
and will undo me yet. 

Pet. Let's leave this Place, I'll tell you my Succefs as 

we go. 

[Ex. all,fome one way,fome another, the Forepart of the 

Church fhuts over, except WilL Blunt, Aria, and Lucia, 

Will. She's gone, and all the Plagues of Pride go with 

her. 

Blunt. Heartlikins, follow her Pox on't, an I'd but 

as good a Hand at this Game as thou hail, I'll venture up- 
on any Chance 

Will. Damn her, come let's to Dinner. Where's Fe- 
therfool ? 

Blunt. Follow'd a good Woodman, who gave him the 
Sign : he'll lodge the Deer e'er night., 

Will. Follow'd her he durft not, the Fool 

wants Confidence enough to look on her. 

Blunt. Oh you know not how a Country Juftice may be 
improved by Travel ; the Rogue was hedg'd in at home 
with the Fear of his Neighbours and the Penal Statutes, 
now he's broke loofe, he runs neighing like a Stone-Horfe 
upon the Common. 

Will. However I'll not believe this — let's follow 'em. 

[Ex. Will, and Blunt. 

Aria. He is in love, but with a Courtezan— fome Comfort 

We'll after him 'Tis a faint-hearted Lover, (that. 

Who for the firfl Difcouragement gives over.. 

{Ex. Ariadne and Lucia. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

Enter Fetherfool and Sancho, fiaffing over the Stage ; after 
them Willmore and Blunt, followed by Ariadne and 
Lucia. 

Will. yr I A I S fo, by Heaven, he's chaffering with her 
X Pimp. I'll fpare my Curfes on him for ha- 
ving her, he has a Plague beyond 'em. 

Harkye, I'll never love, nor lie with Women 

more, thofe Slaves to Luft, to Vanity and Interefl. 

Blunt. Ha, Captain ! {Shaking his Head and fmiling. 

Will. Come, let's go drink Damnation to 'em all. 

Blunt. Not all, good Captain. 

Will. All, for I hate 'em all 

Aria. Heavens ! if he mould indeed ! [AJide. 

Blunt. But, Robert, I have found you mofl inclined 
to a Damfel when you had a Bottle in your Head. 

Will. Give me thy Hand, Ned Curfe me, defpife 

me, point me out for Cowardice if e'er thou fee'ft me 
court a Woman more : Nay, when thou knowefl I ask 
any of the Sex a civil Question again — a Plague upon 'em, 
how they've handled me — come, let's go drink, I fay — 

Confufion to the Race — A Woman ! no, I will be 

burnt with my own Fire to Cinders e'er any of the Brood 
fhall lay my Flame 

Aria. He cannot be fo wicked to keep this Refolution 

fure \_She ftaffes by. 

Faith I muft be refolv'd — you've made a pious Refolu- 
tion, Sir, had you the Grace to keep it 

\_Pa£lng on he fiaufes, and looks on her. 

Will. Hum What's that? 

Blunt. That — O— nothing — but a Woman — come a- 
way. 

Will. A Woman ! Damn her, what Mifchief made 
her crofs my way jufl on the Point of Reformation ! 

Blunt. I find the Devil will not lofe fo hopeful a Sinner. 
Hold, hold, Captain, have you no Regard to your own 

Soul? 
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Soul? 'dfheartlikins 'tis a Woman, a very errant Wo- 
man. 

Aria. Your Friend informs you right, Sir, I am a 
Woman. 

Will. Ay Child, or I were a lost Man — therefore dear 
lovely Creature 

Aria. How can you tell, Sir? 

Will. Oh, I have naturally a large Faith, Child, and 
thou'fl a promifmg Form, a tempting Motion, clean 
Limbs, well dreft, and a moft damnable inviting Air. 

Aria. I am not to be fold, nor fond of Praife I 
merit not. 

Will. How, not to be fold too ! By this light, Child, 
thou fpeakefl like a Cherubim, I have not heard fo ob- 
liging a Sound from the mouth of Woman-kind this ma- 
ny a Day 1 find we muft be better acquainted, my 

Dear. 

Aria. Your Reafon, good familiar Sir, I fee no fuch 
Neceffity. 

Will. Child, you are miftaken, I am in great Necef- 
fity ; for firft I love thee — defperately — have I not 
damn'd my Soul already for thee, and wouldft thou be fo 
wicked to refufe a little Confolation to my Body ? Then 
fecondly, I fee thou art frank and good-natur'd, and 
wilt do Reafon gratis. 

Aria. How prove ye that, good Mr. Philofopher? 

Will. Thou fay'ft thou'rt not to be fold, and I'm sure 
thou'rt to be had — that lovely Body of fo divine a Form, 
thofe foft fmooth Arms and Hands, were made t'embrace 
as well as be embraced ; that delicate white rifmg Bofom to 
be prefl, and all thy other Charms to be enjoy'd. 

Aria. By one that can efteem ? em to their worth, can 
fet a Value and a Rate upon 'em. 

Will. Name not thofe Words, they grate my Ears like 
Jointure, that dull conjugal Cant that frights the generous 1 
Lover. Rate — Death, let the old Dotards talk of Rates, 
and pay it t'atone for the Defects of Impotence. Let the 
fly Statesman, who jilts the Commonwealth with his grave 
Politicks, pay for the Sin, that he may doat in fecret : 
let the brisk Fool inch out his fcanted Senfe with a large 

8 V o L. I. Purfe 
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Purfe more eloquent than he : But tell not me of Rates, 
who bring a Heart, Youth, Vigor, and a Tongue to fing 
the Praife of every fingle Pleafure thou fhalt give me. 

Aria. Then if I mould be kind, I perceive you would 
not keep the Secret. 

, Will. Secrefy is a damn'd ungrateful Sin, Child, known 
only where Religion and Small-beer are current, defpis'd 
where Apollo and the Vine blefs the Country : you find 
none of Jove's Miflreffes hid in Roots and Plants, but 

fixt Stars in Heaven for all to gaze and wonder at 

and tho I am no God, my Dear, I'll do a Mortal's Part, 
and generoully tell the admiring World what hidden 
Charms thou haft : Come, lead me to fome Place of 
Happinefs 

Blunt. Prithee, honefl Damfel, be not fo full of 
Oueftions ; will a Piflole or two do thee any hurt ? 
~ Luc. None at all, Sir 

Blunt. Thou fpeak'ft like a hearty Wench — and I be- 
lieve haft not been one of Venus' Hand-maids fo long, 
but thou underflandft thy Trade In fhort, fair Dam- 
fel, this honeft Fellow here who is fo termagant upon thy 
Lady, is my Friend, my particular Friend, and therefore 
I would have him handfomly, and well-favour'dly a- 
bus'd: you conceive me. 

Luc. Truly, Sir, a friendly Requefl but in what 

Nature abus'd ? 

Blunt. Nature ! why any of your Tricks would 

f erve — —but if he could be conveniently ftrip'd and bea- 
ten, or toft in a Blanket, or any fuch trivial Bufmefs, 
thou wouldft do me a fmgular Kindnefs ; as for Robbery 
he defies the Devil : an empty Pocket is an Antidote a- 
gainft that 111. 

Luc. Your Money, Sir : and if he be not cozen'd, 
fay a Spani/h Woman has neither Wit nor Invention up- 
on Occafion. 

Blunt. Sheartlikins, how I fhall love and honour thee 

fort here's earneft 

[Talks to her with Joy, and Grimace. 

Aria. But who was that you entertain'd at Church but 
now ? 

Will. 
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Will. Faith one, who for her Beauty merits that glo- 
rious Title fhe wears, it was— a Whore, Child. 

Aria. That's but a fcurvy Name ; yet, if Pm not mif- 
taken, in thofe falfe Eyes of yours, they look with long- 
ing Love upon that Whore, Child 

Will. Thou art i'th 7 right, and by this hand, my Soul 
was full as wifhing as my Eyes : but a Pox on't, you 
Women have all a certain Jargon, or Gibberilh, pe- 
culiar to your felves ; of Value, Rate, Prefent, Interefl, 
Settlement, Advantage, Price, Maintenance, and the De- 
vil and all of Fopperies, which in plain Terms fignify 
ready Money, by way of Fine before Entrance ; fo that 
an honeft well-meaning Merchant of Love finds no Cre- 
dit amongfl ye, without his Bill of Lading. 

Aria. We are not all fo cruel but the Devil on't 

is, your good-natur'd Heart is likely accompanied with an 
ill Face and worfe Wit. 

Will. Faith, Child, a ready Difh when a Man's Stomach 
is up, is better than a tedious Feaft I never faw any 
Man yet cut my piece ; fome are for Beauty, fome are for 
Wit, and fome for the Secret, but I for all, fo it be in a 
kind Girl : and for Wit in Women, fo fhe fay pret- 
ty fond things, we underftand ; tho true or falfe, no 
matter. 

Aria. Give the Devil his due, you are a very confci- 
entious Lover : I love a Man that fcorns to impofe dull 
Truth and Conflancy on a Miftrefs. 

Will. Conflancy, that current Coin with Fools ! No 
Child; Heaven keep that Curfe from our Doors. 

Aria. Hang it, it lofes Time and Profit, new Lovers 
have new Vows and new Prefents, whilfl the old feed up- 
on dull repetition of what they did when they were Lo- 
vers ; 'tis like eating the cold Meat ones felf, after ha- 
ving given a Friend a Feafl. 

Will. Yes, that's the thrifty Food for the Family when 
the Guefts are gone. Faith, Child, thou haft made a neat 
and a hearty Speech : But prithee, my Dear, for the 
future, leave out that fame Profit and Prefent, for I have 
a natural Averfion to hard words ; and for matter of quick 

Difpatch in the Bufmefs give me thy Hand, Child — 

let 
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let us but Hart fair, and if thou outftripft me, thou'rt a 
nimble Racer. [Lucia fees Shift. 

Luc. Oh, Madam, let's be gone : yonder's Lieutenant 
Shift, who, if he fees us, will certainly give an Account 
of it to Mr. Beaumond. Let's get in thro the Garden, I 
have the Key. 

Aria. Here's Company coming, and for feveral reafons 
I wou'd not be feen. {Offers to go. 

Will. Gad, Child, nor I ! Reputation is tender — there- 
fore prithee let's retire. {Offers to go with her. 

Aria. You muft not ftir a flep. 

Will. Not ftir 1 no Magick Circle can detain me if you 

go- 

Ana. Follow me then at a diftance, and obferve where 
I enter ; and at night (if your Paffion lafts fo long) re- 
turn, and you fhall find Admittance into the Garden. 

{Speaking haflily. 
He runs out after her. 
Enter Shift. 
Shift. Well, Sir, the Mountebank's come, and juft go- 
ing to begin in the Piazza ; I have ordered Matters, that 
you fhall have a fight of the Monfters, and leave to court 
'em, and when won, to give the Guardian a fourth part of 
the Portions. 

Blunt. Good : But Mum here's the Captain, who 

muft by no means know our good Fortune, till he fee us 
in State. 

Enter Willmore, Shift goes to him. 
Shift. All things are ready, Sir, for our Defign, the 
Houfe prepaid as you directed me, the Guardian wrought 
upon by the Perfuafions of the two Monfters, to take a 
Lodging there, and try the Bath of Reformation : The 
Bank's preparing, and the Operators and Mufick all ready, 
and the impatient Town flockt together to behold the 
Man of Wonders, and nothing wanting but your Donfhip 
and a proper Speech. 

Will. 'Tis well, I'll go fit my felf with a Drefs, and 
think of a Speech the while : In the mean time, go you 
and amufe the gaping Fools that expect my coming. 

{Goes out. 
Enter 
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Enter Fetherfool finging and dancing. 

Feth. Hav^you heard of a Spanifh Lady, 
How /he fvoo'd an Englifh Man ? 

Blunt, Why how now, Fetherfool? 

Feth. Garments gay, and rich as may be, 
Deckt with Jewels, had fhe on. 

Blunt. Why how now, Juftice, what run mad out of 
Dog-days ? 

Fether. Of a comely Countenance and Grace is fhe, 
A fweeter Creature in the World there could not be. 

Shift. Why what the Devil's the matter, Sir ? 

Blunt. Stark mad, 'dfhartlikins. 

Feth. Of a Comely Countenance well, Lieute- 
nant, the mofl heroick and illuftrious Madona ! Thou 

faw'fl her, Ned: And of a comely Count e The 

mofl Magnetick Face well 1 knew the Charms of 

thefe Eyes of mine were not made in vain : I was de- 

fign'd for great things, that's certain And a fweeter 

Creature in the World there could not be. [Singing. 

Blunt. What then the two Lady Monflers are forgot- 
ten ? the Defign upon the Million of Money, the Coach 
and Six, and Patent for Right Worfhipful, all drown'd 
in the Joy of this new Miflrefs ? But well, Lieute- 
nant, fmce he is fo well provided for, you may put in 
with me for a Monfter ; fuch a Jeft, and fuch a Sum, is 
not to be loft. 

Shift. Nor fhall not, or I have loft my Aim. [A fide. 

Feth. {Putting off his Hat) Your Pardons, good Gen- 
tlemen: and tho I perceive I fhall have no great need for 
fo trifling a Sum as a hundred thoufand Pound, or fo, yet 
a Bargain's a Bargain, Gentlemen. 

Blunt. Nay, 'dfheartlikins, the Lieutenant fcorns to do 
a foul thing, d'ye fee, but we would not have [the Mon- 
flers flighted. 

Feth. Slighted ! no, Sir, I fcorn your Words, I'd 
have ye to know, that I have as high a Refpecl; for Ma- 
dam Monfter, as any Gentleman in Chriftendom, and fo 
I defire fhe fhould underftand. 

Blunt. Why, this is that that's handfom. 

Shift. 
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Shift. Well, the Mountebank's come, Lodgings are 
taken at his Houfe, and the Guardian prepared to receive 
you on the aforefaid Terms, and fome fifty Piftoles to 
the Mountebank to ftand your Friend, and the Bufmefs 
is done. 

Feth. Which mail be performed accordingly, I have it 
ready about me. 

Blunt. And here's mine, put 'em together, and let's 
be speedy, left fome mould bribe higher, and put in be- 
fore us. [Feth. takes the Money, and looks pitiful on't, 
Feth. Tis a plaguy round Sum, Ned, pray God it 
turn to Account. 

Blunt. Account, 'dfheartlikins, 'tis not in the Power of 
mortal Man to cozen me. 

Shift. Oh fie, Sir, cozen you, Sir! well, you'll 

flay here and fee the Mountebank, he's coming forth. 

[A Hollowing. Enter from the Front a Bank, a 
Pageant, which they fix on the Stage at one 
fide, a little Pavilion onH, Mufick playing, 
and Operators round below, or Antickers. 

[Musick plays, and an Antick Dance. 

Enter Willmore like a Mountebank, with a Dagger 

in one Hand, and a Viol in the other ; Carlo with 

other Spaniards below, and Rabble ; Ariadne and 

Lucia above in the Balcony, others on the other 

fide, Fetherfool and Blunt below. 

Will- {bowing) Behold this little Viol, which contains 

in its narrow Bounds what the whole Univerfe cannot 

purchafe, if fold to its true Value ; this admirable, this 

miraculous Elixir, drawn from the Hearts of Mandrakes, 

Phenix Livers, and Tongues of Mairmaids, and diflill'dby 

contracted Sun Beams, has befides the unknown Virtue 

of curing all diftempers both of Mind and Body, that 

divine one of animating the Heart of Man to that Degree, 

that however remifsj cold and cowardly by Nature, he 

fhall become vigorous and brave. Oh ftupid and infenfi- 

ble Man, when Honour and fecure Renown invites you, 

to treat it with Neglect, even when you need but paffive 

Valour, to become the Heroes of the Age; receive athou- 

fand Wounds, each of which wou'd let out fleeting Life : 

Here's 
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Here's that can fnatch the parting Soul in its full Career, 
and bring it back to its native Manfion ; baffles grim 
Death, and difappoints even Fate. 

Feth. Oh Pox, an a Man were fure of that now 

Will. Behold, here's Demonftration — 

Harlequin yfofo himfelf, and falls as dead. 

Feth. Hold, hold, why, what the Devil is the Fellow 
mad? 

Blunt. Why, do'fl think he has hurt himfelf? 

Feth. Hurt himfelf! why, he's murder'd, Man; 'tis 
flat Felo de fe, in any ground in England, if I underftand 
Law, and I have been a Juftice o'th' Peace. 

Will. See, Gentlemen, he's dead 

Feth. Look ye there now, I'll be gone left I be taken 
as an Acceffary. [Going out. 

Will. Coffin him, inter him, yet after four and twenty 
Hours, as many Drops of this divine Elixir give him new 
Life again ; this will recover whole Fields of flain, and all 

the Dead fhall rife and fight again 'twas this that 

made the Roman Legions numerous, and now makes 

France fo formidable, and this alone may be the 

Occafion of the lofs of Germany. 

[Pours in Harlequin'^ Wound, he rifes. 

Feth. Why this Fellow's the Devil, Ned, that's for cer- 
tain. 

Blunt. Oh plague, a damn'd Conjurer, this 

Will. Come, buy this Coward's Comfort, quickly buy ; 
what Fop would be abus'd, mimick'd and fcorn'd, for 
fear of Wounds can be fo eafily cured ? Who is't wou'd 
bear the Infolence and Pride of domineering great Men, 
proud Officers or Magiflrates ? or who wou'd cringe to 
Statefmen out of Fear ? What Cully wou'd be cuckolded ? 
What foolifh Heir undone by cheating Gamefters ? What 
Lord wou'd be lampoon'd ? What Poet fear the Malice 
of his fatirical Brother, or Atheift fear to fight for fear of 
Death ? Come buy my Coward's Comfort, quickly buy. 

Feth. Egad, Ned, a very excellent thing this ; I'll lay 
out ten Reals upon this Commodity. 

[ They buy, whiljl another Part of the Daiice is 
danced. 

Will. 
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Will. Behold this little Paper, which contains a Pouder, 
whofe Value furmounts that of Rocks of Diamonds and 
Hills of Gold ; 'twas this made Venus a Goddefs, and was 
given her by Apollo, from her deriv'd to Helen, and in the 
Sack of Troy loft, till recover'd by me out of fome Ruins in 
Afia. Come, buy it, Ladies, you that wou'd be fair and 
wear eternal Youth ; and you in whom the amorous Fire 
remains, when all the Charms are fled : You that drefs 
young and gay, and would be thought fo, that patch and 
paint, to fill up fometimes old Furrows on your Brows, 
and fet your felves for Conqueft, tho in vain ; here's that 
will give you aubern Hair, white Teeth, red Lips, and 
Dimples on your Cheeks : Come, buy it all you that are 
paft bewitching, and wou'd have handfom, young and 
active Lovers. 

Feth. Another good thing, Ned. 

Car. Ill lay out a Piftole or two in this, if it have the 
fame Effect on Men. 

Will. Come, all you City Wives, that wou'd advance 
your Husbands to Lord Mayors, come, buy of me new 
Beauty ; this will give it tho now decay'd, as are your 
Shop Commodities ; this will retrieve your Cuftomers, 
and vend your falfe and out of fafhion'd Wares : cheat, 
lye, proteft and cozen as you pleafe, a handfom Wife 
makes all a lawful Gain. Come, City Wives, come, 
buy. 

Feth. A moft prodigious Fellow ! 

[ They buy, he fits, the other Part is danc'd. 

Will. But here, behold the Life and Soul of Man ! this 
is the amorous Pouder, which Venus made and gave the 
God of Love, which made him firft a Deity ; you talk of 
Arrows, Bow, and killing Darts ; Fables, poetical 
Fictions, and no more : 'tis this alone that wounds and 
fires the Heart, makes Women kind, and equals Men to 
Gods ; 'tis this that makes your great Lady doat on the 
ill-fa vour'd Fop ; your great Man be jilted, by his little 
Miftrefs, the Judge cajol'd by his Semftrefs, and your 
Politician by his Comedian ; your young Lady doat on 
her decrepid Husband, your Chaplain on my Lady's 
Waiting- Woman, and the young Squire on the Landry- 
Maid In fine Meffieurs, ' Tis 
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'Tzs this that cures the Lover's Pain, 
And Celia of her cold Difdain. 

Feth. A moft devilifh Fellow this ! 

Blunt. Hold, fhartlikins, Fetherfool, let's have a Dofe 
or two of this Pouder for quick Difpatch with our Mon- 
fters. 

Feth. Why Pox, Man, Jugg my Giant would fwallow 
a whole Cart-Load before 'twould operate. 

Blunt. No hurt in trying a Paper or two however. 

Car. A moft admirable Receit, I fhall have need on't. 

Will. I need fay nothing of my divine Baths of Refor- 
mation, nor the wonders of the old Oracle of the Box, 
which refolves all Queftions, my Bills fufnciently declare 
their Virtue. [Sits down. 

[ They buy. 

Enter Petronella Elenora carried in a Chair, dreffd 
like a Girl of Fifteen. 

Shift. Room there. Gentlemen, room for a Patient. 

Blunt. Pray, Seignior, who may this be fhus muzzl'd by 
old Gaffer Time ? 

Car. One Petronella Elenora, Sir, a famous outworn 
Curtezan. 

Blunt. Elenora ! fhe may be that of Troy for her An- 
tiquity, tho fitter for God Priapus to ravifh than Paris. 

Shift. Hunt, ,a word ; doft thou fee that fame formal 
Politician yonder, on the Jennet, the nobler Animal of 
the two ? 

Hunt. What of him ? 

Shift. 'Tis the fame drew on the Captain this Morning, 
and I mufl revenge the Affront. 

Hunt. Have a care of Revenges in Spain, upon Per- 
fons of his Quality. 

Shift. Nay, Pll only Ileal his Horfe from under him. 

Hunt. Steal it ! thou may'ft take it by force perhaps ; 
but how fafely is a Queftion. 

Shift. Ill warrant thee moulder you up one fide 

of his great Saddle, Pll do the like on t'other ; then heav- 
ing him gently up, Harlequin fhall lead the Horfe, from 
G between 
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between his Worfhip's Legs : All this in the Croud will 
not be perceived, where all Eyes are imploy'd on the 
Mountebank. 

Hunt. I apprehend you now 

{Whilfl they are lifting Petronella on the Mounte- 
bank's Stage, they go into the Croud, fhoulder up 
Carlo'.? Saddle. Harlequin leads the Horfe for- 
ward, whilfl "Carlo is gazing, and turning up his 
Muftachios ; they hold him up a little while, then 
let him drop : he rifes and flares about for his 
Horfe. 
Car. This is flat Conjuration. 
Shift. What's your Worfhip on foot ? 
Hunt. I never faw his Worfhip on foot before. 
Car. Sirrah, none of your Jells, this mufl be by dia- 
bolical Art, and lhall coft the Seignior dear — Men of my 
Garb affronted — my Jennet vanifht — mofl miraculous — 

by St. Jago I'll be revenged -hah, what's here 

La Nuche {Surveys her at a diflance. 

Enter La Nuche, Aurelia, Sancho. 
La Nu. We are purfu'd by Beaumond, who will cer- 
tainly hinder our fpeaking to Willmore, fhould we have 

the good fortune to fee him in this Croud and yet 

there's no avoiding him. 

Beau. 'Tis fhe, how carefully fhe fhuns me ! 
Aur. I'm fatisfied he knows us by the jealous Con- 
cern which appears in that prying Countenance of his. 

Beau. Stay, Cruel, is it Love or Curiofity, that wings 
thofe nimble Feet ? {Holds her. 

[Lucia above and Ariadne.] 
Aria. Beaumond with a Woman ! 
Beau. Have you forgot this is the glorious Day that 
ufhers in the Night fhall make you mine ? the happiefl 
Night that ever favoured Love ! 

La Nu. Or if I have, I find you'll take care to re- 
member me. 

Beau. Sooner I could forget the Aids of Life, fooner 
forget how firft that Beauty charm'd me. 

La Nu. Well, fmce your Memory's fo good, I need 
not doubt your coming. 

Beau. 
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Beau. Still cold and unconcern'd ! How have I doated, 
and how facrific'd, regardlefs of my Fame, lain idling 
here, when all the Youth of Spain were gaining Honour, 
valuing one Smile of thine above their Laurels ! 

La Nu. And in return; I do fubmit to yield, preferring 
you above thofe fighting Fools, who fafe in Multitudes 
reap Honour cheaper. 

Beau. Yet there is one — one of thofe fighting Fools 
which fhould'ft thou fee, I fear I were undone ; brave, 
handfome, gay, and all that Women doat on, unfortu- 
nate in every good of Life, but that one Bleffing of ob- 
taining Women : Be wife, for if thou feefl him thou art 
loft Why doft thou blufh ? 

La Nu. Becaufe you doubt my Heart — 'tis Wilhnore 
that he means. [A fide.'] We've Eyes upon us, Don 

Carlo may grow jealous, and he's a powerful Rival 

at night I fhall expect ye. 

Beau. Whilfl I prepare my felf for fuch a Bleffing. 

[Ex. Beau. 

Car. Hah ! a Cavalier in conference with La Nuche / 
and entertain'd without my knowledge ! I mull prevent 

this Lover, for he's young and this Night will fur- 

prife her. [Afde. 

Will. And you would be reftor'd ? [To Petro. 

Pet. Yes, if there be that Divinity in your Baths of Re- 
formation. 

Will. There are. 

New Flames JJiall fparkle in thofe Eyes ; 

And thefe grey Hairs flowing and bright fhall rife : 

Thefe Cheeks f reft Buds of Rofes wear, 

And all your withered Limbs fo fmooth and clear, 

As fhall a general Wonder move, ^ 

And wound a thoufand Hearts with Love. 

Pet. A Bleffing on you, Sir, there's fifty Pifloles for 
you, and as I earn it you fhall have more. 

[ They lift her down. 
[Exit Wilhnore bowing. 

G 2 Shift. 
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Shift. Meffieurs, 'tis late, and the Seignior's Patients 
(lay for him at his Laboratory, to morrow you mall fee 
the conclufion of this Experiment, and fo I humbly take 
my leave at this time. 

Enter Willmore, below fees La Nuche, makes up to her, 
whilfl the last part of the Dance is dancing. 
La Nu. What makes you follow me, Sir ? 

[She goes from him, he purfues. 
Will. Madam, I fee fomething in that lovely Face of 
yours, which if not timely prevented, will be your ruin : 
I'm now in haste, but I have more to say — [Goes off. 

La Nu. Stay, Sir — he's gone — and fill'd me with a 
curiofity that will not let me reft till it be fatisfied : Fol- 
low me, Aurelia, for I mull know my Defliny. 

[Goes out. 

[The Dance ended, the Bank removes, the People go off. 

Feth. Come, Ned, now for our amorous Vifit to the 

two Lady Monflers. [Ex. 

SCENE changes to a fine Chamber. 

Enter Ariadne and Lucia. 
Aria. I'm thoughtful : Prithee, Coufin, fing fome 
foolifh Song 



SONG. 

Phillis, whofe Heart was unconfirfd, 

And free as Flowers on Meads and Plains, 

None boafled of her being kind, 

'Mongjl all the languifhing and amorous Swains : 

No Sighs nor Tears the Nymph could move 

To pity or return their Love. 

Till on a time, the haplefs Maid 
Retired to fhun the heat o'th? Day, 
Into a Grove, beneath whofe Shade 
Strephon, the carelefs Shepherd, fleeping lay : 

But ohfuch Charms the Youth adorn, 

Love is revenged for all her Scorn. 



Her 



The BanifJid Cavaliers. 125 

Her Cheeks with BluJIies covered were, 
And tender Sighs her Bofom warm ; 
Afoftnefs in her Eyes appear, 
Unufual Pains Jhe feels from every Charm : 

To Woods and Ecchoes now fhe cries, 

For Modefly to f peak denies. 



Aria. Come, help to undrefs me, for HI to this 
Mountebank, to know what fuccefs I fhall have with my 
Cavalier. 

[Unpins her things before a great Glafs that is f often* d. 

Luc. You are refolv'd then to give him admittance ? 

Aria. Where's the danger of a handfom young Fellow ? 

Luc. But you don't know him, Madam. 

Aria. But I defire to do, and time may bring it about 
without Miracle. 

Luc. Your Coufm Beaumond will forbid the Banes. 

Aria. No, nor old Carlos neither, my Mother's pre- 
cious Choice, who is as follicitous for the old Gentleman, 
as my Father-in- Law is for his Nephew. Therefore, Lu- 
cia, like a good and gracious Child, HI end the Difpute 
between my Father and Mother, and pleafe my felf in 
the choice of this Stranger, if he be to be had. 

Luc. I mould as foon be enamour'd on the North 
Wind, a Tempeft, or a Clap of Thunder. Blefs me 
from fuch a Blaft. 

Aria. I'd have a Lover rough as Seas in Storms, upon 
occafion ; I hate your dull temperate Lover, 'tis fuch a 
husbandly quality, like Beaumond's Addreifes to me, 
whom neither Joy nor Anger puts in motion ; or if it 

do, 'tis vifibly forc'd I'm glad I faw him entertain a 

Woman to day, not that I care, but wou'd be fairly rid 
of him. 
Luc. You'll hardly mend your felf in this. 
Aria. What, becaufe he held Difcourfe with a Cur- 
tezan ? 

Luc. Why is there no danger in her Eyes, do ye think ? 
Aria. None that I fear, that Stranger's not fuch a fool 
to give his Heart to a common Woman ; and fhe that's 
G 3 concern'd 
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concerned where her Lover bellows his Body, were I the 
Man, I fhould think fhe had a mind to't her felf. 

Luc. And reafon, Madam : in a lawful way 'tis your 
due. 

Aria. What all ? unconfcionable Lucia ! I am more 
merciful; but be he what he will, 111 to this cunning 
Man, to know whether ever any part of him fhall be mine. 
Luc. Lord, Madam, hire he's a Conjurer. 
Aria. Let him be the Devil, I'll try his Skill, and to 
that end will put on a Suit of my Coufm Endymion's ; 
there are two or three very pretty ones of his in the Ward- 
robe, go carry 'em to my Chamber, and we'll fit our 
felves and away — Go hafte whilft I undrefs. [Ex. Lucia. 
[Ariadne undreffing before the Glafs. 
Enter Beaumond tricking himfelf and looks on him/elf. 
Beau. Now for my charming Beauty, fair La Nuche — 
hah — Ariadne — damn the dull Property, how fhall I free 
my felf? [She turns, fees him, and walks from the 
Glafs, he takes no notice of her, but tricks 
himfelfin the Glafs, humming a Song. 
Aria. Beaumond ! what Devil brought him hither to 
prevent me ? I hate the formal matrimonial Fop. 

[He walks about andfings. 

Somme nous pas trop heureux, 
Belle Irife, que nous enfemble. 

A Devil on him, he may chance to plague me till night, 
and hinder my dear Affignation. [Sings again. 

La Nuit et le Sombre voiles 
Coverie nos defires ardentes ; 
Et V Ajnour et les Etoiles 
Sont nosfecrets confidents. 

Beau. Pox on't, how dull am I at an excufe ? 

[Sets his Wig in the Glafs, andfings. 

A Pox of Love and Women-kind, 
And all the Fops adore 'em. 

[Puts on his Hat, cocks it, and goes to her. 
How is't, Cuz ? 

Aria. 
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Aria. So, here's the faucy freedom of a Husband Lo- 
ver — a blefl Invention this of marrying, whoe'er firft 
found it out. 

Beau. Damn this Engli/h Dog of a Perrig-maker, 
what an ungainly Air it gives the Face, and for a Wed- 
ding Perriwig too — how dofl thou like it, Ariadne? 

Uneasy. 

Aria. As ill as the Man 1 perceive you have taken 

more care for your Perriwig than your Bride. 

Beau. And with reafon, Ariadne, the Bride was never 
the care of the Lover, but the bufmefs of the Parents ; 
'tis a ferious Affair, and ought to be manag'd by the 
grave and wife : Thy Mother and my Uncle have agreed 
the Matter, and would it not look very fillily in me now 
to whine a tedious Tale of Love in your Ear, when the 
bufmefs is at an end ? 'tis like faying a Grace when a 
Man mould give Thanks. 

Aria. Why did you not begin fooner then? 

Beau. Faith, Ariadne, becaufe I know nothing of the 
Defign in hand ; had I had civil warning, thou fhouldft 
have had as pretty fmart Speeches from me, as any Cox- 
comb Lover of 'em all could have made thee. 

Aria. I mail never marry like a Jew in my own 
Tribe ; I'll rather be poffeil by honeft old doating Age, 
than by faucy conceited Youth, whofe Inconflancy ne- 
ver leaves a Woman fafe or quiet. 

Beau. You know the Proverb of the half Loaf, Ari- 
adne ; a Husband that will deal thee fome Love is better 
than one who can give thee none : you would have a 
bleffed time on't with old Father Carlo. 

Aria. No matter, a Woman may with fome lawful 
excufe cuckold him, and 'twould be fcarce a Sin. 

Beau. Not fo much as lying with him, whofe reverend 
Age wou'd make it look like lnceft. 

Aria. But to marry thee would be a Tyranny 

from whence there's no Appeal : A drinking whoring 
Husband ! 'tis the Devil 

Beau. You are deciv'd, if you think Don Carlo more 
chafte than I ; only duller, and more a Mifer, one that 

fears his Flefh more, and loves his Money better. 

G 4 Then 
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Then to be condemn'd to lie with him oh, who 

would not rejoice to meet a Woollen- Waiftcoat, and 
knit Night-Cap without a Lining, a Shirt fo nafty, a clean- 
ly Ghoft would not appear in't at the latter Day ? then 
the compound of nafly Smells about him, {linking Breath, 
Muftachoes ftuft with villainous Snuff, Tobacco, and hol- 
low Teeth : thus prepared for) Delight, you meet in Bed, 
where you may lie and figh whole Nights away, he 
fnores it out till Morning, and then rifes to his fordid 
bufinefs. 

Aria. All this frights me not : 'tis flill much better 
than a keeping Husband, whom neither Beauty nor Ho- 
nour in a Wife can oblige. 

Beau, Oh, you know not the good-nature of a Man 
of Wit, at leaft I fhall bear a Gonfcience, and do thee 
reafon, which Heaven denies to old Carlo, were he wil- 
ling. 

Aria. Oh, he talks as high, and thinks as well of him- 
felf as any young Coxcomb of ye all. 

Beau. He has reafon, for if his Faith were no better 
than his Works, he'd be damn'd. 

Aria. Death, who wou'd marry, who wou'd be chaf- 
fer*d thus, and fold to Slavery ? I'd rather buy a Friend 
at any Price that I could love and trufl. 

Beau. Ay, could we but drive on fuch a Bargain. 

Aria. You fhould not be the Man ; you have a Mif- 
trefs, Sir, that has your Heart, and all yourfofter Hours : 
I know't, and if I were fo wretched as to marry thee, 
mufl fee my Fortune lavifht out on her ; her Coaches, 
Drefs, and Equipage exceed mine by far : Poffefs fhe all 
the day thy Hours of Mirth, good Humour and Expence, 
thy Smiles, thy Kiffes, and thy Charms of Wit. Oh 
how you talk and look when in her Prefence ! but when 
with me, 

A Pox of Love and Woman-kind, [Sings 

And all the Fops adore 'em. 

How is't Cuz then flap, on goes the Beaver, which 

being cock'd, you bear up briskly, with the fecond Part 

to 
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to the fame Tune Harkye, Sir, let me advife you to 

pack up your Trumpery and be gone, your honourable 
Love, your matrimonial Foppery, with your other Trin- 
kets thereunto belonging ; or I mall talk aloud, and let 
your Uncle hear you. 

Beau. Sure Ihe cannot know I love La Nuche. [Afide. 
The Devil take me, fpoiPd ! What Rafcal has inveigled 
thee? What lying fawning Coward has abus'd thee? 
When fell you into this Leudnefs ? Pox, thou art hardly 
worth the loving now, that canft be fuch a Fool, to 
wifh me chafle, or love me for that Virtue ; or that 
wouldfl have me a ceremonious Whelp, one that makes 
handfom Legs to Knights without laughing, or with a 
fneaking modeft Squirifh Countenance ; affure you, I 
have my Maiden-head. A Curfe upon thee, the very 
thought of Wife has made thee formal. 

Aria. I mull diffemble, or he'll flay all day to make 

his peace again why, have you ne'er a Miflrefs 

then? 

Beau. A hundred, by this day, as many as I like, they 
are my Mirth, the bufinefs of my loofe and wanton 
Hours ; but thou art my Devotion, the grave, the fo- 

lemn Pleafure of my Soul Pox, would I were hand- 

fomly rid of thee too. [Afide. 
Come, I have bufinefs fend me pleas'd away. 

Aria. Would to Heaven thou wert gone ; [Afide. 

You're going to fome Woman now. 

Beau. Oh damn the Sex, I hate 'em all — but thee- — 
farewell my pretty jealous — fullen — Fool. [Goes out. 

Aria. Farewel, believing Coxcomb. [Enter Lucia. 

Lucia. Madam, the Clothes are ready in your Cham- 
ber. 

Aria. Let's hafle and put 'em on then. [Runs out. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Houfe. 

Enter Fetherfool and Blunt, flaring about, after them 
Shift. 

Shift. TKELL, Gentlemen, this is the Doctor's 

VV Houfe, and your fifty Piftoles has made 

him intirely yours ; the Ladies too are here in fafe Cuf- 

tody Come draw Lots who fhall have the Dwarf, 

and who the Giant. [They Draw. 

Feth. I have the Giant. 

Blunt. And I the little tiny Gentlewoman. 

Shift. Well, you fhall firft fee the Ladies, and then 
prepare for your Uncle Mofes, the old Jew Guardian, 
before whom you muft be very grave and fententious : 
You know the old Law was full of Ceremony. 

Feth. Well, I long to fee the Ladies, and to have the 
firft Onfet over. 

Shift. I'll caufe 'em to walk forth immediately. 

[Goes out. 

Feth. My Heart begins to fail me plaguily would I 

could fee 'em a little at a Diftance before they come flap 
dafh upon a Man. [Peeping. 

Hah ! Mercy upon us ! What's yonder ! Ah 

Ned, my Monfter is as big as the Whore of Babylon 

Oh I'm in a cold Sweat 

[Blunt pulls him to peep, and both do so. 
Oh Lord ! fhe's as tall as the St. Chriflopher in Notre - 
dame at Paris, and the little one looks like the Chriflo 

upon his Shoulders 1 fhall ne'er be able to fland the 

firft Brunt. 

Blunt. 'Dfheartlikins whither art going ? 

[Pulls him back. 

Feth. Why only -to fay my Prayers a little — ' 

HI be with thee prefently. [Offers to go, he pulls him. 

Blunt. What a Pox art thou afraid of a Woman— ^ 

Feth.. 
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Feth. Not of a Woman, Ned, but of a She Gari- 
gantua. I am of a Hercules in Petticoats. 

Blunt. The lefs Refemblance the better. 'Shartlikins, 
Fd rather mine were a Centaur than a Woman : No, 
fmce my Naples Adventure, I am clearly for your Mon- 
fter. 

Feth. Prithee, Ned, there's Reafon in all things 

Blunt. But villainous Woman 'Dfhartlikins, Hand 

your Ground, or Pll nail you to't : Why, what a Pox 
are you fo quezy ftomach'd, a Monfter won't down 
with you, with a hundred thoufand Pound to boot. 

[Pulling him. 

Feth. Nay, Ned, that mollifies fomething ; and I 
fcorn it mould be faid of Nich. Fetherfool that he left his 
Friend in danger, or did an ill thing : therefore, as thou 
fay'ft, Ned, tho fhe were a Centaur, I'll not budg an 
Inch. 

Blunt. Why God a Mercy. 
Enter the Giant and Dwarf, with them Shift as an 
Operator. 

Feth. Oh they come Prithee, Ned, advance. 

{Puis him forward. 

Shift. Moft beautiful Ladies. 

Feth. Why, what a flattering Son of a Whore's this ? 

Shift. Thefe are the illuflrious Perfons your Uncle de- 
figns your humble Servants, and who have fo extraor- 
dinary a Paffion for your Seigniorafhips. 

Feth. Oh yes, a moll damnable one : Wou'd I were 
cleanlily off the Lay, and had my Money again. 

Blunt. Think of a Million, Rogue, and do not hang 
an Arfe thus. 

Giant. What, does the Cavalier think I'll devour him ? 

[To- Shift 

Feth. Something inclin'd to fuch a fear. 

Blunt. Go and falute her, or, Adfheartlikins, I'll leave 
you to her Mercy. 

Feth. Oh dear Ned, have pity on me but as for 

faluting her, you fpeak of more than may be done, dear 
Heart, without a Scaling Ladder. [Exit Shift. 

Dwarf. Sure, Seignior Harlequin, thefe Gentlemen 
are dumb. BhmU 
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Blunt. No, my little diminutive Miftrefs, my fmall 
Epitomy of Woman-kind, we can prattle when our 
Hands are in, but we are raw and bafhful, young Be- 
ginners ; for this is the firfl time we ever were in love : 
we are Something aukard, or fo, but we fhall come on in 
time, and mend upon Incouragement. 

Feth. Pox on him, what a delicate Speech has he made 

now 'Gad, I'd give a thoufand Pounds a Year for 

Ned's concife Wit, but not a Groat for his Judgment in 
Womankind. 

Enter Shift with a Ladder, fets it againft the Giant, 
and bows to Fetherfool. 

Shift. Here Seignior, Don, approach, mount, and 
falute the Lady. 

Feth. Mount ! why, 'twou'd turn my Brains to look 

down from her Shoulders But hang't, 'Gad, I will 

be brave and venture. {Runs up the Ladder, falutes her, 
and runs down again. 

And Egad this was an Adventure and a bold one but 

fmce I am come off with a whole Skin, I am flefht for 

the next onfet Madam has your Greatnefs 

any mind to marry ? [Goes to her, /peaks, and runs back ; 
Blunt claps him on the Back. 

Giant. What if I have ? 

Feth. Why then, Madam, without inchanted Sword or 
Buckler, I am your Man. 

Giant. My Man? my Moufe. I'll marry none whofe 
Perfon and Courage mail not bear fome Proportion to 
mine. 

Feth. Your Mightinefs I fear will die a Maid then. 

Giant. I doubt you'll fcarce fecure me from that Fear, 
who court my Fortune, not my Beauty. 

Feth. How fcornful fhe is, I'll warrant you why 

I muft confefs, your Perfon is fomething heroical and maf- 
culine, but I protefl to your Highnefs, I love and honour 
ye. 

Dwarf. Prithee, Sifter, be not fo coy, I like my Lover 
well enough ; and if Seignior Mountebank keep his Word 
in making us of reafonable Proportions, I think the Gen- 
tlemen may ferve for Husbands. 

Shift. 
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■Shift. Diffemble, or you betray your Love for us. 

[Aflde to the Giant. 

Giant. And if he do keep his Word, I fhould make 
a better Choice, not that I would change this noble Frame 
of mine, cou'd I but meet my Match, and keep up the 
firft Race of Man intire : But fince this fcanty World 
affords none fuch, I to be happy, mull be new created, 
and then fhall expect a wifer Lover. 

Feth. Why, what a peevifh Titt's this ; nay, look ye, 
Madam, as for that matter, your Extraordinarinefs may 

do what you pleafe but 'tis not done like a Monfler of 

Honour, when a Man has fet his Heart upon you, to cafl 
him off Therefore I hope you'll pity a defpairing Lov- 
er, and cafl down an Eye of Confolation upon me ; for I 
vow, mofl Amazonian Princefs, I love ye as if Heaven 
and Earth wou'd come together. 

Dwarf. My Sifter will do much, I'm fure, to fave the 
Man that loves her fo paffionately fhe has a Heart. 

Feth. And a fwinger 'tis 'Sbud fhe moves like 

the Royal Sovereign, and is as long a tacking about. 

[Afide. 

Giant. Then your Religion, Sir. 

Feth. Nay, as for that, Madam, we are Engli/h, a. 
Nation I thank God, that fland as little upon Religion as 
any Nation under the Sun, unlefs it be in Contradiction ; 
and at this time, have fo many amongfl us, a Man 
knows not which to turn his Hand to— neither will I fland 
with your Hugenefs for a fmall matter of Faith or fo — 
Religion fhall break no fquares. 

Dwarf. I hope, Sir, you are of your Friend's Opinion. 

Blunt. My little Spark of a Diamond, I am, I was born 
a Jew, with an averfion to Swines Flefh. 

Dwarf. Well, Sir, I fhall haflen Seignior Doctor to 
compleat my Beauty, by fome fmall Addition, to appear 
the more grateful to you. 

Blunt. Lady, do not trouble your felf with tranfitory 
Parts, 'Dfhartlikins thou'rt as handfom as needs be for a 
Wife. 

Dwarf. A little taller, Seignior, would not do amifs, 
my younger Sifler has got fo much the Start of me. 

Blunt 
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Blunt. In troth fhe has, and now I think on't, a little 
taller would do well for Propagation ; I fhould be loth the 
Poflerity of the antient Family of the Blunts of Effex 
fhould dwindle into Pigmies or Fairies. 

Giant. Well, Seigniors, fmce you come with our Un- 
cle's liking, we give ye leave to hope, hope — : — and be 
happy [They go out. 

Feth. Egad, and that's great and gracious 

Enter Willmore and an Operator. 

Will. Well, Gentlemen, and how like you the Ladies ? 

Blunt. Faith well enough for the firfl Courfe, Sir. 

Will. The Uncle, by my indeavour, is intirely yours — 
but whilft the Baths are preparing, 'twould be well if you 
would think of what Age, Shape, and Complexion you 
would have your Ladies form'd in. 

Feth. Why, may we chufe, Mr. Dodtor. 

Will. What Beauties you pleafe. 

Feth. Then will I have my Giant, Ned, juft fuch an- 
other Gentlewoman as I faw at Church to day -and 

about fome fifteen. 

Blunt. Hum, fifteen— I begin to have a plaguy Itch 
about me too, towards a hanfom Damfel of fifteen ; but 
firfl let's marry, left they fhould be boiled away in thefe 
Baths of Reformation. 

Feth. But, Doctor, can you do all this without the 
help of the Devil ? 

Will. Hum, fome fmall Hand he has in the Bufinefs : 
we make an Exchange with him, give him the clippings 
of the Giant for fo much of his Store as will ferve to build 
the Dwarf. 

Blunt. Why, then mine will be more than three Parts 
Devil, Mr. Doctor. 

Will. Not fo, the Stock is only Devil, the Graft is 
your own little Wife inoculated. 

Blunt. Well, let the Devil and you agree about this 
matter as foon as you pleafe. 

Enter Shift as an Operator. 

Shift. Sir, there is without a Perfon of an extraordi- 
nary Size wou'd fpeak with you. 

Will Admit him. 

Enter 
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Enter Harlequin, ujhers in Hunt as a Giant. 

Feth. Hah fome overgrown Rival on my Life. 

[Feth. gets from it. 

Will. What the Devil have we here ? [Afide. 

Hunt. Bezolos manors, Seignior, I underfland there is 
a Lady whofe Beauty and Proportion can only merit me : 

Pll fay no more — but fhall be grateful to you for 

your Affiftance. 

Feth. Tis fo. 

Hunt. The Devil's in't if this does not fright 'em from 
a farther Courtfhip. [Afide. 

Will. Fear nothing, Seignior Seignior, you may try 

your Chance, and vifit the Ladies. {Talks to Hunt. 

Feth. Why, where the Devil could this Monfter con- 
ceal himfelf all this while, that we mould neither fee nor 
hear of him ? 

Blunt. Oh he lay difguis'd ; I have heard of an 

Army that has done fo. 

Feth. Pox, no fmgle Houfe cou'd hold him. 

Blunt. No he difpos'd himfelf in feveral parcels 

up and down the Town, here a Leg, and there an Arm ; 
and hearing of this proper Match for him, put himfelf to- 
gether to court his fellow Monfter. 

Feth. Good Lord ! I wonder what Religion he's of. 

Blunt. Some heathen Papift, by his notable Plots and 
Contrivances. 

Will. 'Tis Hunt, that Rogue [Afide. 

Sir, I confefs there is great Power in Sympathy Con- 
duel him to the Ladies — [He tries to go in at the Door. 
— I am forry you cannot enter at that low Door, Seig- 
nior, 111 have it broken down 

Hunt. No Seignior, I can go in at twice. 

Feth. How, at twice ! what a Pox can he mean ? 

Will. Oh, Sir, 'tis a frequent thing by way of Inchant- 
ment. [Hunt being all Doublet, leaps off from another 
Man who is all Breeches, and goes out ; 
Breeches follows flalking. 

Feth. Oh Pox, Mr. Doctor, this mufl be the Devil. 

Will. Oh fie, Sir, the Devil ! no 'tis all done by an in- 
chanted Girdle Thefe damn'd Rafcals will fpoil all 

by 
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by too grofs an Impofition on the Fools. [Afcde. 

Feth. This is the Devil, Ned, that's certain- — But 
hark ye, Mr. Doctor, I hope I fhall not have my Miflrefs 
inchanted from me by this inchanted Rival, hah ? 

Will. Oh, no, Sir, the Inquifition will never let ; em 
marry, for fear of a Race of Giants, 'twill be worfe than 

the Invafion of the Moors, or the French : but go • 

think of your Miftreffes Names and Ages, here's Compa- 
ny, and you would not be feen. [Ex. Blunt and Feth. 
Enter La Nuche, and Aurelia ; Will, bows to her. 

La Nu. Sir, the Fame of your excellent Knowledge, 
and what you faid to me this day, has given me a Curio- 
fity to learn my Fate, at leaft that Fate you threatened. 

Will. Madam, from the Oracle in the Box you may be 

refolved any Queftion — {Leads her to the Table, where 

/lands a Box full of Balls ; he flares on her. 

— How lovely every abfent minute makes her Madam, 

be pleas'd to draw from out this Box what Ball you will. 

[She draws, he takes it, and gazes on her and 071 it. 
Madam, upon this little Globe is character'd your Fate and 

Fortune ; the Hiftory of your Life to come and paft 

firft, Madam you're a Whore. 

La Nu. A very plain beginning. 

Will. My Art fpeaks fimple Truth ; the Moon is your Af- 
cendent, that covetous Planet that borrows all her Light, 
and is in oppofition flill to Venus ; and Intereft more pre- 
vails with you than Love : yet here I find a crofs intru- 
ding Line — that does inform me — you have an Itch that 
way, but Intereft flill oppofes : you are a ilavifh merce- 
nary Proftitute. 

La Nu. Your Art is fo, tho call'd divine, and all the 
Univerfe is fway'd by Intereft : and would you wifh this 
Beauty which adorns me, mould be difpos'd about for 
Charity ? Proceed and fpeak more Reafon. 

Will. But Venus here gets the Afcent again, and fpite 

of Intereft, fpite of all Averfion, will make you doat 

upon a Man [Still looking on, and turning the Ball. 

Wild, fickle, refllefs, faithlefs as the Wind ! — a Man of 
Arms he is — and by this Line— a Captain — [Looking on her. 

for Mars and Venus were in conjunction at his Birth 

and Love and War's his bufmefs. La Nu. 
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La Nu. There thou haft toucht my Heart, and fpoke 
fo true, that all thou fay'ft I fhall receive as Oracle. Well, 
grant I love, that fhall not make me yield. 

Will. I muft confefs you're ruin'd if you yield, and 
yet not all your Pride, not all your Vows, your Wit, 
your Refolution, or your Cunning, can hinder him from 
conquering abfolutely : your Stars are fixt, and Fate irre- 
vocable. 

La Nu. No, 1 will controul my Stars and Inclina- 
tions ; and tho I love him more than Power or Intereft, 

I will be Miftrefs of my fixt Refolve One Queftion 

more Does this fame Captain, this wild happy Man 

love me ? 

Will. I do not — find — it here — only a poffibility in- 
courag'd by your Love — Oh that you cou'd refill — but 
you are deftin'd his, and to be ruin'd. 

[Sighs, and looks on her, /he grows in a Rage. 

La Nu. Why do you tell me this ? I am betrayed, and 

every caution blows my kindling Flame hold 

tell me no more 1 might have guefs'd my Fate, 

from my own Soul have gueft it but yet I will be 

brave, I will refift in fpite of Inclinations, Stars, or De- 
vils. 

Will. Strive not, fair Creature, with the Net that holds 
you, you'll but intangle more. Alas ! you muft fubmit 
and be undone. 

La Nu. Damn your falfe Art had he but lov'd 

me too, it had excused the Malice of my Stars. 

Will. Indeed, his Love is doubtful ; for here — — I 

trace him in a new purfuit which if you can this 

Night prevent, perhaps you fix him. 

La Nu. Hah, purfuing a new Miftrefs ! there thou 
haft met the little Refolution I had left, and dafht it into 
nothing but I have vow'd Allegiance to my Inte- 
reft Curfe on my Stars, they cou'd not give me Love 

where that might be advanc'd '■ — I'll hear no more. 

[Gives him Money. 
Enter Shift. 

Shift. Sir, there are feveral Strangers arriv'd, who talk 
of the old Oracle. . How will you receive 'em ? 

Will 
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Will. Fve bufmefs now, and muft be excus'd a while. 
-Thus far Pm well ; but I may tell my Tale 



fo often o'er, till, like the Trick of Love, I fpoil the 

pleafure by the repetition. Now I'll uncafe, and fee 

what Effects my Art has wrought on La Nuche, for fhe's 
the promised Good, the Philofophick Treafure that termi- 
nates my Toil and Induftry. Wait you here. [Lx. Will. 
Enter Ariadne in Mens Clothes, with Lucia 
fo dreft, and other Strangers. 

Aria. How now, Seignior Operator, where's this re- 
nowned Man of Arts and Sciences, this Don of Wonders? 
— hah ! may a Man have a Piflole's Worth or two of his 
Tricks ? will he fhew, Seignior ? 

Shift. Whatever you dare fee, Sir. 

Aria. And I dare fee the greatefi Bug-bear he can con- 
jure up, my Miftrefs's Face in a Glafs excepted. 

Shift. That he can fhew, Sir, but is now burled in 
weighty Affairs with a Grandee. 

Aria. Pox, m'uft we wait the Leifure of formal Gran- 
dees and Statefmen ha, who's this ? — the lovely 

Conquerefs of my Heart, La Nuche. [Goes to her^fhe 

is talking with Aurel. 

La Nu. What foolifh thing art thou ? 

Aria. Nay, do not frown, nor fly; for if you do, I 
muft arreft you, fair one. 

La Nu. At whofe Suit, pray ? 

Aria. At Love's you have ftoln a Heart of mine, 

and us'd it fcurvily. 

La Nu. By what marks do you know the Toy, that 
I may be no longer troubled with it ? 

Aria. By a frefh Wound, which toucht by her that 
gave it bleeds anew, a Heart all over kind and amorous. 

La Nu. When was this pretty Robbery committed ? 

Aria. To' day, molt facrilegioufly, at Church, where 
you debauch'd my Zeal ; and when I wou'd have pray'd, 
your Eyes had put the Change upon my Tongue, and 
made it utter Railings : Heav'n forgive ye ! 

La Nu. You are the gay eft thing without a Heart, I 
ever faw. 

Aria. I fcorn to flinch for a bare Wound or two ; 
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nor is he routed that has loft the day, he may again 
railly, renew the Fight, and vanquifh. 

La Nu. You have a good Opinion of that Beauty, 
which I find not fo forcible, not that fond Prattle uttered 
with fuch Confidence. 

Aria. But I have Quality and Fortune too. 

La Nu. So had you need. I fhould have gueft the firfl 
by your pertnefs ; for your faucy thing of Quality ac~ts the 
Man as impudently at fourteen, as another at thirty : nor 
is there any thing fo hateful as to hear it talk of Love, 
Women and Drinking ; nay, to fee it marry too at that Age, 
and get it felf a Play-fellow in its Son and Heir. 

Aria. This Satir on my Youth fhall never put me out 
of countenance, or make me think you wifh me one day 
older; and egad Pll warrant them that tire me, fhall 
find me ne'er an hour too young. 

La Nu. You miftake my Humour, I hate the Perfon of 
a fair conceited Boy. 

Enter Willmore drejl, singing. 

Will. Vole, vole dans cette Cage, 

Petite Oyfeau dans cet bocage. 
How now, Fool, where's the Doctor? 

Shift. A little bufy, Sir. 

Will. Call him, I am in hafte, and come to cheapen 
the Price of Monfter. 

Shift. As how, Sir ? 

Will. In an honourable way, I will lawfully marry one 
of ; em, and have pitcht upon the Giant ; Pll bid as fair 
as any Man. 

Shift. No doubt but you will fpeed, Sir : pleafe you, 
Sir, to walk in. 

Will. Pll follow Vole, vole dans cette Cage, &c. 

Luc. Why 'tis the Captain, Madam 

[AJide to Aria. 

L.a Nu. Hah — marry — harkye, Sir,— a word pray. 

[As he is going out /he pulls him. 

Will. Your Servant, Madam, your Servant Vole, 

vole, Sec. 

[Puts his Hat off carelefsly, and walks by, going out. 

Luc. And to be marry'd, mark that. 

Aria. 
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Aria. Then there's one doubt over, I'm glad he is not 
married. 

La Nu, Come back Death, I mail burft with 

Anger — this Coldnefs blows my Flame, which if once vifi- 
ble, makes him a Tyrant 

. Will. Fool, what's a Clock, fool? this noife hinders me 
from hearing it ftrike. 

{Shakes his Pockets, and walks up and down. 

La Nu. A bleffed found, if no Hue and Cry purfue it. 
— what — you are refolv'd then upon this notable Exploit ? 

Will. What Exploit, good Madam ? 

La Nu. Why, marrying of a Monfter, and an ugly 
Monfter. 

Will. Yes faith, Child, here flands the bold Knight, that 
fingly, and unarm 5 d, defigns to enter the Lift with 7ho- 
gogandiga the Giant ; a good Sword will defend a worfe 
caufe than an ugly Wife. I know no danger worfe than 
fighting for my Living, and I have don't this dozen years 
for Bread. 

La Nu. This is the common trick of all Rogues, when 
they have done an ill thing to face it out. 

Will. An ill thing — your Pardon, Sweet-heart, com- 
pare it but to Banimment, a frozen Sentry with brown 
George and Spanish Pay ; and if it be not better to be 
Mafter of a Monfter, than Slave to a damn'd Common- 
wealth I fubmit and fmce my Fortune has 

thrown this good in my way 

La Nu. You'll not be fo ungrateful to refufe it ; befides 
then you may hope to fleep again, without dreaming of 
Famine, or the Sword, two Plagues a Soldier of Fortune 
is fubjecl: to. 

Will. Befides Cafhiering, a third Plague. 

La Nu. Still unconcern'd ! — you call me mercenary, 
but I would ftarve e'er fuffer my felf to be poffeft by a 
thing of Horror. 

Will. You lye, you would by any thing of Horror : 
yet thefe things of Horror have Beauties too, Beauties 
thou canft not boaft of, Beauties that will not fade ; Dia- 
monds to fupply the luftre of their Eyes, and Gold the 
brightnefs of their Hair, a well-got Million to atone for 

Shape, 
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Shape, and Orient Pearls, more white, more plump and 
fmooth, than that fair Body Men fo languifh for, and 
thou haft fet a Price on. 

Aria. I like not this fo well, 7 tis a trick to make her 
jealous. 

Will. Their Hands too have their Beauties, whofe very- 
mark finds credit and refpecl, their Bills are current o'er the 
Univerfe ; befides thefe, you fhall fee waiting at my Door, 
four Footmen, a Velvet Coach, with Six Flanders Beau- 
ties more : And are not thefe moft comely Virtues in a 
Soldier's Wife, in this moft wicked peaceable Age ? 

Luc. He's poor too, there's another comfort. \Afide. 

Aria. The moft incouraging one I have met with yet. 

Will. Pox on't, I grow weary of this virtuous Poverty. 
There goes a gallant Fellow, fays one, but gives him not 
an Onion ; the Women too, faith, 'tis a handfom Gen- 
tleman, but the Devil a Kifs he gets gratis. 

Aria. Oh, how I long to undeceive him of that Error. 

La Nu. He fpeaks not of me ; fure knows me not. 

[Afide. 

Will. No, Child, Money fpeaks fenfe in a Lan- 
guage all Nations underftand, 'tis Beauty, Wit, Courage, 

Honour, and undifputable Reafon fee the virtue of 

a Wager, that new philofophical way lately found out of 

deciding all hard Queftions Socrates, without ready 

Money to lay down, muft yield. 

Aria. Well, I muft have this gallant Fellow. [Afide. 

La Nu. Sure he has forgot this trivial thing. 

Will. Even thou — who feeft me dying unregarded, 

wou'd then be fond and kind, and flatter me. [Soft tone. 
By Heaven, I'll hate thee then ; nay, I will marry to be 
rich to hate thee : the worft of that, is but to fuffer nine 
Days Wonderment. Is not that better from Age of Scorn 
than a proud faithlefs Beauty ? 

La Nu. Oh, there's Refentment left why, yes 

faith, fuch a Wedding would give the Town Diverfion : 
we fhould have a lamentable Ditty made on it, entitled, 
The Captain's Wedding, with the doleful Relation of his 
being over-laid by an o'er-grown Monfter. 

Will. I'll warrant ye I efcape that as fure as cuckolding ; 
for I would fain fee that hardy Wight that dares attempt 
my Lady Bright, either by Force or Flattery. La 
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La Nu. So, then you intend to bed her ? 
Will. Yes faith> and beget a Race of Heroes, the Mo- 
ther's Form with all the Father's Qualities. 

La Nu. Faith fuch a Brood may prove a pretty Liveli- 
hood for a poor decay'd Officer ; you may chance to get 
a Patent to fhew 'em in England, that Nation of Change 
and Novelty. 

Will. A provifion old Carlo cannot make for you againft 
the abandon'd day. 

La Nu. He can fupply the want of Iffue a better way ; 
and tho he be not fo fine a fellow as your felf, he's a bet- 
ter Friend, he can keep a Miflrefs : give me a Man can 
feed and clothe me, as well as hug and kifs me, and tho 
his Sword be not fo good as yours, his Bond's worth a 
thoufand Captains, This will not do, I'll try what Jea- 
loufy will do. [AJide. 

Your Servant Captain your Hand, Sir. 

[Takes Ariadne by the Hand. 

Will. Hah, what new Coxcomb's that hold. Sir — 

[Takes her from him. 

Aria. What would you, Sir, ought with this Lady ? 

Will. Yes, that which thy Youth will only let thee guefs 

at this Child, is Man's Meat ; there are other 

Toys for Children. [Offers to lead her off. 

La Nu. Oh infolent ! and whither would'ft thou lead 
me? 

Will. Only out of harm's way, Child, here are pretty 

near Conveniencies within : the Doctor will be civil 

'tis part of his Calling— — Your Servant, Sir 

[Going off with her. 

Aria. I muft huff now, tho I may chance to be beaten 
— come back— or I have fomething here that will oblige 
ye to't. [Laying his hand on his Sword. 

Will. Yes faith, thou'rt a pretty Youth ; but at this 

time I've more occafion for a thing in Petticoats go 

home, and do not walk the Streets fo much ; that tempting 
Face of thine will debauch the grave men of bufmefs, and 
make the Magiftrates luft after Wickednefs. 

Aria. You are a fcurvy Fellow, Sir. [Going to draw. 

Will. Keep in your Sword r for fear it cut your Fingers, 
Child. 

Aria. 
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Aria. So 'twill your Throat, Sir here's Company 

coming that will part us, and Fll venture to draw. 

[Draws, Will, draws. 
Enter Beaumond. 

Beau. Hold, hold hah, Willmore ! thou Man of 

conflant mifchief, what's the matter ? 

La Nu. Beaumond ! undone ! 

A ria. Beaumond / 

Will. Why, here's a young Spark will take my Lady 
Bright from me ; the unmanner'd Hot-fpur would not 
have patience till I had finilh'd my fmall Affair with her. 

{Puts up his Sword. 

Aria. Death, he'll know me Sir, you fee we are 

prevented. [Draws him afede. 

or — —{Seems to talk to him, Beau, gazes on La 

Nuche, who has ftulPd down her Veil. 

Beau. Tis fhe ! Madam, this Veil's too thin to hide 
the perjur'd Beauty underneath. Oh, have I been fearch- 
ing thee, with all the diligence of impatient Love, and 
am I thus rewarded, to find thee here incompafs'd 
round with Strangers, fighting, who -firft fhould take my 

right away ? Gods I take your Reafon back, take all 

your Love ; for eafy Man's unworthy of the Bleffings. 

Will. Harkye, Harry — the — Woman — the almighty 
Whore — thou told'ft me of to day. 

Beau. Death, do'ft thou mock my Grief— unhand me 

ftrait, for tho I cannot blame thee, I muft hate thee. 

[Goes out. 

Will. What the Devil ails ye ? 

Aria. You will be fure to come. 

Will. At night in the Piazza ; I have an Affignation 
with a Woman, that once difpatch'd, I will not fail ye, 
Sir. 

Luc. And will you leave him with her ? 

Aria. Oh, yes, she'll be ne'er the worfe for my ufe 
when he has done with her. [Ex. Luc. and Aria. Will. 
looks with /corn on La Nuche. 

Will. Now you may go o'ertake him, lie with him — 

and ruin him : the Fool was made for fuch a Deftiny 

if he efcapes my Sword. [He offers to go. 

La Nu. 
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La Nu. I muft prevent his vifit to this Woman— but 
dare not tell him fo. [Ajide. 

1 would not have ye meet this angry Youth. 

Will. Oh, you would preferve him for a farther ufe. 

La Nu. Stay — you muft not fight — by Heaven, I can- 
not fee — that Bofom wounded. {Turns and weeps. 

Will. Hah ! weep'ft thou ? curfe me when I refufe a 

faith to that obliging Language of thy Eyes Oh give 

me one proof more, and after that, thou conquered all 

my Soul ; Thy Eyes fpeak Love — come, let us 

in my Dear, e'er the bright Fire allays that warms my 
Heart. [Goes to lead her out. 

La Nu. Your Love grows rude, and faucily demands 
it. [Flings away. 

Will. Love knows no Ceremony, no refpedt when 
once approacht fo near the happy minute. 

La Nu. What defperate eafmefs have you feen in me, 
or what miflaken merit in your felf, mould make you fo 
ridiculoufly vain, to think Pd give my felf to fuch a Wretch, 
one faL'n even to the laft degree of Poverty, whilfl all the 
World is proftrate at my Feet, whence I might chufe the 
Brave, the Great, the Rich ? 

[He /lands fpitefully gazing at her. 

Still as he fires, I find my Pride augment, and when 

he cools I burn. [AJide. 

Will. Death, thou'rt a vain, conceited, taudry 

Jilt, wou'ft draw me in as Rooks their Cullies do, to 
make me venture all my ftock of Love, and then you 
turn me out fo defpis'd and poor — [Offers to go. 

La Nu. You think you're gone now 

Will. Not all thy Arts nor Charms fhall hold me lon- 
ger. 

La Nu. I muft fubmit — and can you part thus from 
me ? [Pulls him. 

Will. I can nay by Heaven, I will not turn, nor 

look at thee. No, when I do, or trufl that faithlefs 
Tongue again may I be 

La Nu. Oh do not fwear 

Will. Ever curfl — [Breaks from her^Jhe holds. 

La Nu. 
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La Nu. You fhall not go— Plague of this need- , 

lefs Pride. [A/de. 

ft a y and 111 follow all the dictates of my 

Love. 

Will. Oh never hope to natter me to faith again. 

[His back to her, /he holding him. 

La Nu. I muft, I will ; what wou'd you have me do ? 

[ Will, turning /of tly to her.] Never — deceive me more, 
it may be fatal to wind me up to an impatient height, then 
dafh my eager Hopes. [Sighing. 

Forgive my roughnefs — and be kind, La Nuche, I know 
thou wo't 

La Nu. Will you then be ever kind and true ? 

Will. Ask thy own Charms, and to confirm thee more, 
yield and difarm me quite. 

La Nu. Will you not marry then ? for tho you never 
can be mine that way, I cannot think that you mould be 
another's. 

Will. No more delays, by Heaven, 'twas but a trick. 

La Nu. And will you never fee that Woman neither, 
whom you're this Night to vifit ? 

Will. Damn all the reft of thy weak Sex, when thou 
look'ft thus, and art fo foft and charming. 

[Offers to lead her out. 

La Nu. Sancho my Coach. [Turns in /corn. 

Will. Take heed, what mean ye ? 

La Nu. Not to be pointed at by all the envying Wo- 
men of the Town, who'l laugh and cry, Is this the high- 
priz'd Lady, now falPn fo low, to doat upon a Captain ? 
a poor disbanded Captain ? defend me from that Infamy. 

Will. Now all the Plagues but yet I will not 

curfe thee, 'tis loft on thee, for thou art deflin'd damn'd. 

[Going out. 

La Nu. Whither fo faft? 

Will. Why, — I am fo indifferent grown, that I can 

tell thee now to a Woman, young, fair and honefl ; 

fhe'll be kind and thankful— fare wel Jilt — now fhould'ft 
thou die for one fight more of me, thou fhould'ft not 
ha't ; nay, fhould'ft thou facrifice all thou haft couzen'd 
other Coxcombs of, to buy one fingle vifit ; I am fo 

10 V O L I. H proud 
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proud, by Heaven, thou fhouldfl not have it — To grieve 
thee more, fee here, infatiate Woman [Shews her a 
Purfe of Gold] the Charm that makes me lovely in 
thine Eyes : it had all. been thine hadft thou not bafely 
bargained with me, now 'tis the Prize of fome well-meanr 
ing Whore, whofe Modefty will truft my Generofity. 

[Goes out. 

La Nu. Now I cou'd rave, t'have loft an opportunity 
which induflry nor chance can give again — when on the 
yielding point, a curfed fit of Pride comes crofs my Soul, 
and flops the kind Career — Pll follow him, yes Pll fol- 
low him, even to the Arms of her to whom he's gone. 

Aur. Madam, 'tis dark, and we may meet with Info- 
lence. 

La Nu. No matter : Sancho, let the Coach go home, 
and do you follow me 

Women may boajl their Honour and their Pride, 
. But Love foon lays thofe feebler Powers afide. [Exeunt. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. The Street, 
or Backjide of the Piazza dark. 

Enter Willmore alone. 
Will. A POX upon this Woman that has jilted me, 
l\ and I for being a fond believing Puppy to 
be in earneft with fo great a Devil. Where be thefe Cox- 
combs too ? this Blunt and Fetherfoolt when a Man 
needs 'em not, they are plaguing him with their unfeafo- 

nable J efts could I but light on them, I would be 

very drunk to night but firft Pll try my Fortune with 

this Woman — let me fee — hereabouts is the Door. 

[Gropes about for the Door. 
Enter Beaumond, followed by La Nuche, and Sancho. 
La Nu. ; Tis he, I know it by his often and uneafy 

paufes 

Beau. 
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Beau. And fhall I home and ileep upon my injury, 

whilft this more happy Rover takes my right away?— 
no, damn me then for a cold fenfelefs Coward. 

[Paufes and pulls out a Key. 

Will. This Damfel, by the part o'th' Town fhe lives 

in, fhou'd be of Quality, and therefore can have no dif- 

honeft defign on me, it mufl be right down fubflantial 

Love, that's certain. 

Beau. Yet I'll in and arm my felf for the Encounter, 
for 'twill be rough between us, tho we're Friends. 

[Groping about, finds the Door. 
Will. Oh, 'tis this I'm fure, becaufe the Door is open. 
Beau. Hah — who's there ? — [Beau, advances to un- 
lock the Door, runs againjl Will, draws. 
Will. That Voice is of Authority, fome Husband, Lo- 
ver, or a Brother, on my Life this is a Nation of a 

word and a blow, therefore I'll betake me to Toledo — — 

{Draws. 
[Willmore in drawing hits his Sword againjl 
that of Beaumond, who turns and fights, La 
Nuche runs into the Garden frighted. 
Beau. Hah, are you there ? 

Sane. I'll draw in defence of the Captain 

[Sancho fights for Beau, and beats out Will. 
Will. Hah, two to one? [Turns and goes in. 

Beau. The Garden Door clapt to ; fure he's got in ; 
nay, then I have him fure. 

The SCENE changes to a Garden, La Nuche in it ; to 
her Beau, who takes hold of her Sleeve. 

La Nu. Heavens, where am I ? 

Beau. Hah a Woman ! and by thefe Jewels 

mould be Ariadne. 'Tis fo ! Death, are all Women falfe ? 
[She firuggles to get away, he holds her. 
— —Oh, 'tis in vain thou fly'ft, thy Infamy will flay be- 
hind thee Hill. 

La Nu. Hah, 'tis Beaumond's Voice ! 

Now for an Art to turn the Trick, upon him ; I mufl not 
lofe his Friendfhip. [Afide. 

H 2 Enter 
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Enter Willmore/tf/?/j/, peeping behind. 

Will. What a Devil have we here, more Mifchief 

yet ; hah my Woman with a Man — ■ — I fhall 

fpoil all 1 ne'er had an excellent knack of doing fo. 

Beau. Oh Modefty, where art thou? Is this the effect 
of all your put on Jealoufy, that Mask to hide your own 
new falfhood in ? New ! — by Heaven, I believe thou'rt 
old in cunning, that couldfl contrive, fo near thy Wed- 
ding-night, this, to deprive me of the Rites of Love. 

La Nu. Hah, what fays he ? [A fide. 

Will. How, a Maid, and young, and to be marry'd 
too ! a rare Wench this to contrive Matters fo conveni- 
ently : Oh, for fome Mifchief now to fend him neatlv 
off. \Afide. 

Beau. Now you are filent ; but you could talk to day 
loudly of Virtue, and upbraid my Vice : oh how you 
hated a young keeping Husband, whom neither Beauty 
nor Honour in a Wife cou'd oblige to reafon — oh, damn 
your Honour, 'tis that's the fly pretence of all your do- 
mineering infolent Wives — Death what didfl thou 

fee in me, mould make thee think that I would be a tame 
contented Cuckold ? [Going, /he holds him. 

La Nu. I muft not lofe this lavifh loving Fool. [Afide. 

Will. So, I hope he will be civil and withdraw, and 
leave me in pofieffion 

Beau. No, tho my Fortune mould depend on thee ; 

nay, all my hope of future happinefs by Heaven, I 

fcorn to marry thee, unlefs thou couldft convince me 

thou wer't honefl a Whore ! Death how it cools 

my Blood 

Will. And fires mine extremely 

La Nu. Nay, then I am provok'd tho I fpoil all 

[A/lde. 
And is a Whore a thing fo much defpis'd ? 

Turn back thou falfe forfworn turn back, and blufh 

at thy miftaken folly. [He /lands amaz'd. 

Beau. La Nuche / 
Enter Aria, peeping, advancing cautiousjly undrefl, Luc. 
following. 

Aria. Oh, he is here Lucia, attend me in the 

Orange- 
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Orange-Garden [Ex. Lucia. 

Hah, a Woman with him ! 

Will. Hum — what have we here ? another Damfel ? — 

fhe's gay too, and feems young and handfom fure 

one of thefe will fall to my fhare ; no matter which, fo 
I am fure of one. 

La Nu. Who's filent now? are you ftruck dumb with 
Guilt ? thou fhame to noble Love ; thou fcandal to all 
brave Debauchery, thou Fop of Fortune ; thou flavifh 
Heir to Eftate and Wife, born rich and damn'd to Matri- 
mony. 

Will. Egad a noble Wench 1 am divided yet. 

La Nu. Thou formal Afs difguis'd in generous Leud- 

nefs, fee when the Vizor's off, how fneakingly that 

empty form appears Nay 'tis thy own Make 

much on't, marry with it, and be damn'd. [Offers to go. 

Will. I hope fhe'll beat him for fufpecling her. 

[He holds her,Jhe turns. 

Aria. Hah who the Devil can thefe be ? 

La Nu. What filly honeft Fool did you miflake me 
for? what fenfelefs modeft thing? Death, am I grown 
fo defpicable ? have I deferved no better from thy Love 
than to be taken for a virtuous Changeling ? 

Will. Egad 'twas an Affront. [A/lde. 

La Nu. I'm glad I've found thee out to be an errant 
Coxcomb, one that efleems a Woman for being chafte 
forfooth ! 'Sheart, I fhall have thee call me pious fhortly, 
a moft — religious Matron ! 

Will. Egad fhe has reafon [A/lde. 

Beau. Forgive me — for I took ye — for another. 

[Sighing. 

La Nu. Oh did you fo ? it feems you keep fine Com- 
pany the while — Death, that I mould e'er be feen with 
fuch a vile Diffembler, with one fo vain, fo dull and fo 
impertinent, as can be entertain'd by honeft Women ! 

Will. A Heavenly Soul, and to my Wifh, were I but 
fure of her. 

Beau. Oh you do wondrous well t'accufe me firft ! 

yes, I am a Coxcomb — a confounded one, to doat upon 

fo falfe a Proflitute ; nay to love ferioufly, and tell it too : 

H 3 yet 
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yet fuch an amorous Coxcomb I was born, to hate the 
Enjoyment of the lovelieft Woman, without I have the 
Heart : the fond foft Prattle, and the lolling Dalliance, 
the Frowns, the little Quarrels, and the kind Degrees of 
making Peace again, are Joys which I prefer to all the 
fenfual, whilft I endeavour to forget the Whore, and 
pay my Vows to Wit, to Youth and Beauty. 

Aria. Now hang me, if it be not Beaumond. 

Beau. Would any Devil lefs than common Woman 
have ferv'd me as thou didft? fay, was not this my 
Night ? my paid for Night ? my own by right of Bargain, 
and by Love ? and haft not thou deceived me for a 
Stranger ? 

Will. So — make me thankful, then fhe will be kind. 

[Hugs him/elf. 

Beau. Was not this done like a Whore of Ho- 
nour think ye ? and would not fuch an Injury make me 
forfwear all Joys of Womankind, and marry in mere 
fpite ? 

La Nu. Why where had been the Crime had I been 
kind? 

Beau. Thou do'ft confefs it then. 

La Nu. Why not ? 

Beau. Thofe' Bills of Love the oftner paid and drawn, 
make Women better Merchants than Lovers. 

La Nu. And 'tis the better Trade. 

Will. Oh Pox, there fhe dafht all again. I find they 
calm upon't, and will agree, therefore I'll bear up to this 
fmall Frigate and lay her aboard. [Goes to Ariadne. 

La Nu. However I'm glad the Vizor's off; you might 
have fool'd me on, and fworn I was the only Conqueror 
of your Heart, had not Good-nature made me follow you, 
to undeceive your falfe fufpicions of me : How have you 
fworn never to marry? how rail'd at Wives, and fatir'd 
Fools oblig'd to Wedlock ? And now at laft, to thy eter^ 
nal Shame, thou haft betra/d thy felf to be a mofl per- 
nicious honourable Lover, a perjur'd honefl nay, 

a very Husband. [Turns away, he holds her. 

Aria. Hah, fure 'tis the Captain, 

Will. 
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Will. Prithee, Child, let's leave 'em to themfelves, 
they'l agree matters Til warrant them when they are alone ; 
and let us try how love and Good-nature will provide for 
us. 

Aria. Sure he cannot know me ! — Us ! — pray who are 
you, and who am I ? 

Will. Why look ye Child, I am a very honeft civil 
Fellow, for my part, and thou'rt a Woman for thine ; 
and I defire to know no more at prefent. 

Aria. 'Tis he, and knows not me to be the fame he ap- 
pointed to day Sir, purfue that Path on your right 

Hand, that Grove of Orange-Trees, and Pll follow you 
immediately. 

Will. Kind and Civil prithee make hafte, dear 

Child. {Exit Will. ; 

Beau. And did you come to call me back again ? 

{Lovingly. 

La Nu. No matter, you are to be marry'd Sir 

Beau. No more, 'tis true to pleafe my Uncle, I have 
talk'd of fome fuch thing ; but I'll purfue it no farther, 

fo thou wilt yet be mine, and mine intirely 1 hate 

this Ariadne for a Wife -by Heaven I do. 

Aria. A very plain Confeffion. {Claps him on the back. 

Beau. Ariadne! 

La Nu. I'm glad of this, now I fhall be rid of him. 

{Afidc. 

How is't, Sir? I fee you flruggle hard 'twixt Love 

and Honour, and I'll refign my Place 

{Offers to go, Ariadne pulls her back. 
Aria. Hold, if fhe take him not away, I fhall difappoint 

my Man faith I'll not be outdone in Generofity. 

{Gives him to La Nuche. 

Here Love deferves him befl and I refign 

him Pox on't I'm honeft, tho that's no fault of 

mine ; 'twas Fortune who has made a worfe Exchange, 
and you and I fhould fuit mofl damnably together, 

{To Beau. 

Beau. I am fure there's fomething in the Wind, fhe 

being in the Garden, and the Door left open. {A fide. 

H 4 —Yes 
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— Yes, I believe you are willing enough to part with me, 
when you expert another you like better. 

Aria. I'm glad I was before-hand with you then. 

Beau. Very good, and the Door was left open to give 
admittance to a Lover. 

Aria. ? Tis vifible it was to let one in to you, falfe as 
you are. 

La Nu. Faith, Madam, you miftake my Conftitution, 
my Beauty and my Bufmefs is only to be belov'd not to 
love ; I leave that Slavery for you Women of Quality, 
who mufl invite, or die without the Bleffmg ; for likely 
the Fool you make choice of wants Wit or Confidence 
to ask firfl ; you are fain to whiflle before the Dogs will 
fetch and carry, and then too they approach by ftealth : 
x and having done the Drudgery, the fubmimve Curs are 
turned out for fear of dirtying your Apartment, or that 
the Mungrils mould fcandalize ye ; whilft all my Lovers 
of the noble kind throng to adore and fill my Prefence 
daily, gay as if each were triumphing for Victory. 

Aria. Ay this is fomething ; what a poor fneaking 
thing an honeft Woman is ! 

La Nu. And if we chance to love flill, there's a diffe- 
rence, your Hours of Love are like the Deeds of Dark- 
nefs, and mine like cheerful Birds in open Day. 

Aria. You may, you have no Honour to lofe. 

La Nu. Or if I had, why fhould I double the Sin by 
Hypocrify. [Lucia fqueaks within, crying, help, help. 

Aria. Heavens, that's Lucia's Voice. 

Beau. Hah, more caterwauling ? 

Enter Lucia in hajle. 

Luc. Oh, Madam, we're undone ; and, Sir, for Hea- 
ven's fake do you retire. 

Beau. What's the matter ? 

Luc. Oh you have brought the molt villainous mad 

Friend with you he found me fitting on a Bank 

and did fo ruffle me. 

Aria. Death, fhe takes Beaumond for the Stranger, 
and will ruin me. 

Luc. Nay, made love fo loud, that my Lord your Fa- 
ther-in-law, who was in his Cabinet, heard us from the 

Orange- 
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Orange-Grove, and has fent to fearch the Garden — 
and fhould he find a Stranger with you— do but you re- 
tire, Sir, and all's well yet. [To Beaumond. 
Aria. The Devil's in her Tongue. [Aftde. 
Luc. For if Mr. Beaumond be in the Houfe, we ftiall 
have the Devil to do with his Jealoufy. 
Aria. So, there 'tis out. 

Beau. She takes me for another 1 am jilted every 

where what Friend ? 1 brought none with me. 

Madam, do you retire [To La Nuche. 

La Nu. Glad of my Freedom too [Goes out. 

[A claJJiing of Swords within. Enter Willm. fight- 
ing, fir eft back by three or four Men, and Abevile, 
Aria, and Luc. run ont. 
Beau. Hah, fet on by odds ; hold, tho thou be'ft my 
Rival, I will free thee, on condition thou wilt meet me 
to morrow morning in the Piazza by day break. 

[Puts himfelf between their Swords, and f peaks to 
Will, aftde. 
Will. By Heaven I'll do it. 
Beau. Retire in fafety then, you have your pafs. 
Abev. Fall, fall on, the number is increas'd. 

[Fall on Beau. 
Beau. Rafcals do you not know me ? 
[Falls in with 'em,, and beats them back, and goes 
out with them. 
Will. Nay, and you be fo well acquainted, I'll leave 
you — unfortunate flill I am ; my own well meaning, but 
ill Management, is my eternal Foe : Plague on 'em, they 
have wounded me — yet not one drop of Blood's departed 
from me that warm'd my Heart for Woman, and I'm 
not willing to quit this Fairy-ground till fome kind Devil 
have been civil to me. 

Enter Ariadne and Lucia. 
Aria. I fay, 'tis he : thou'ft made fo many dull Mif- 
takes to Night, thou dareft not truft thy Senfes when 

they're true- How do you, Sir? 

Will. That Voice has Comfort in't, for 'tis a Woman's : 
hah, more Interruption ? 

H 5 Aria. 
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Aria. A little this way, Sir. 

[Ex. Aria, and Will, into the Garden. 
Enter Beaumond, Abevile in a submiffive Pojture. 

Beau. No more excufes — By all thefe Circumftances, 
I know this Ariadne is a Gipfy. What difference then 
between a money-taking Miftrefs and her that gives her 
Love ? only perhaps this fins the clofer by't, and talks of 
Honour more : What Fool wou'd be a Slave to empty 
Name, or value Woman for diffembling well? — I'll to 

La Nuche — the honefter o'th' two Abevile 

get me my Mufick ready, and attend me at La Nuchis. 

[Ex. feverally 

Luc. He's gone, and to his Miftrefs too. 

Enter Ariadne fiurfu'd by Willmore. 

Will. My little Daphne, 'tis in vain to fly, unlefs like 
her, you cou'd be chang'd into a Tree : Apollo's felf pur- 
fu'd not with more eager Fire than I. [Holds her. 

Aria. Will you not grant a Parly e'er I yield ? 

Will. I'm better at a Storm. 

Aria. Befides, you're wounded too. 

Will. Oh leave thofe Wounds of Honour to my Sur- 
geon, thy Bufmefs is to cure thofe of Love. Your true 
bred Soldier ever fights with the more heat for a Wound 
or two. 

Aria. Hardly in Venus' Wars. 

Will. Her felf ne'er thought fo when me fnatcht her 
Joys between the rough Encounters of the God of War. 
Come, let's purfue the Bufmefs we came for : See the 
kind Night invites, and all the ruffling Winds are hufht 
and ftill, only the Zephirs fpread their tender Wings, 
courting in gentle Murmurs the gay Boughs ; 'twas in a 
Night like this, Diana taught the Myfteries of Love to 
the fair Boy Endymion. I am plaguy full of Hiftory 
and Simile to night. 

Aria. You fee how well he far'd for being modeft. 
Will. He might be modeft, but 'twas not over-civil to 
put her Goddefsfhip to asking firft ; thou feeft I'm better 
bred — Come let's hafte to filent Grots that attend us, 
dark Groves where none can fee, and murmuring Foun- 
tains. 

Aria, 



The BaniJKd Cavaliers. 155 

Aria. Stay, let me confider firft, you are a Stranger, 
inconftant too as Ifland Winds, and every day are fight- 
ing for your Miftreffes, of which you've had at leaft four 
fmce I faw you firft, which is not a whole day, 

Will. I grant ye, before I was a Lover, I ran at ran- 
dom, but I'll take up now, be a patient Man, and keep 
to one Woman a Month. 

Aria. A Month ! 

Will. And a fair Reafon, Child; time was, I wou'd 
have worn one Shirt, or one pair of Shoos fo long as 
have let the Sun fet twice upon the fame Sin : but fee the 
Power of Love ; thou hall bewitch'd me, that's certain. 

Aria. Have a care of giving me the afcendent over ye, 
for fear I make ye marry me. 

Will. Hold, I bar that call, Child ; no, Fm none of 
thofe Spirits that can be conjured into a Wedding-ring, 
and dance in the dull matrimonial Circle all my Days. 

Aria. But what think you of a hundred thoufand 
Crowns, and a Beauty of Sixteen ? 

Will. As of moft admirable Bleffmgs : but harkye, 
Child, I am plaguily afraid thou'rt fome fcurvy honeft 
thing of Quality by thefe odd Queflions of thine, and 
haft fome wicked Defign upon my Body. 

Aria. What, to have and to hold I'll warrant. No 

Faith, Sir, Maids of my Quality expe<5l better Jointures 
than a Buff-coat, Scarf and Feather : fuch Portions as 
mine are better Ornaments in a Family than a Captain 
and his Commiffion. 

Will. Why well faid, now thou haft explained thy felf 
like a Woman of Honour Come, come, let's away. 

Aria. Explain my felf ! How mean ye ? 

Will. Thou fayft Pm not fit to marry thee 

and I believe this Affignation was not made to tell me fo, 
nor yet to hear me whiftle to Birds. 

Aria. Faith no, I faw you, lik'd ye, and had a mind 
to ye. 

Will. Ay Child 

Aria. In fhort, I took ye for a Man of Honour. 

Will. Nay, if I tell the Devil take me. 

Aria. I am a Virgin in Diftrefs. 

Will. 
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Will. Poor Heart. 

Aria. To be marry'd within a Day or two to one I 
like not. 

Will. Hum and therefore wouldfl difpofe of a fmall 

Virgin Treafure (too good for filly Husbands) in a 
Friend's Hands : faith, Child — I was ever a good reli- 
gious charitable Chriftian, and fhall acquit my felf as ho- 
neflly and pioufly in this Affair as becomes a Gentle- 
man. 

Enter Abevile with Mufick. 

Abev. Come away, are ye all arm'd for the Bufmefs ? 

Aria. Hah, arm'd ! we are furpriz'd again. 

Will. Fear not. {Draws. 

Aria. Oh God, Sir, hafte away, you are already 
wounded : but I conjure you, as a Man of Honour, be 
here at the Garden Gate to night again, and bring a 
Friend, in cafe of Danger, with you ; and if poffible I'll 
put my felf into your Hands, for this Night's Work has 
ruin'd me — v {Speaking quick, and pujhing him forwards 
runs off. 

Abev. My matter fure not gone yet — 

{Peeping advancing. 

Will. Rafcals, tho you are odds, you'll find hot Work 
in vanquifhing. {Falls on 'em. 

Abev. Hold, Sir, I am your Page. Do you not know 
me ? and thefe the Mufick you commanded — fhall I car- 
ry 'em where you order' d, Sir ? 

Will. They take me for fome other, this was lucky. 

\Afide. 
O, aye — 'tis well — I'll follow — but whither? — Plague of 
my dull Miflakes, the Woman's gone — yet flay— {Calls 'em. 
For now I think on't, this Miflake may help me to ano- 
ther flay 1 mufl difpofe of this mad Fire about 

me, which all thefe Difapp ointments cannot lay Oh 

for fome young kind Sinner in the nick How I cou'd 

foufe upon her like a Bird of Prey, and worry her with 
Kindnefs. \Afide Go on, I follow. {Exeunt. 



SCENE 
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SCENE Changes to La Nuche's Houfe. 

Enter Petronella and Aurelia with Light. 

Aur. Well, the Stranger is in Bed, and moil impa- 
tiently expedls our Patrona, who is not yet returned. 

Pet. Curfe of this Love ! I know fhe's in purfuit of this 
Rover, this Englijh Piece of Impudence ; Pox on 'em, 
I know nothing- good in the whole Race of 'em, but 
giving all to their Shirts when they're drunk. What fhall 
we do, Aurelial This Stranger mull not be put off, nor 
Carlo neither, who has fm'd again as if for a new Maiden- 
head. 

Aur. You are fo covetous, you might have put 'em 
off, but now 'tis too late. 

Pet. Put off ! Are thefe Fools to be put off think ye ? 
a fine fop Engli/hman, and an old doating Grandee ? — 
No, I cou'd put the old trick on 'em ftill, had fhe been 
here but to have entertain'd 'em : but hark, one knocks, 

'tis Carlo on my Life 

Enter Carlo, gives Petronella Gold. 

Car. Let this plead for me. 

Pet. Sweet Don, you are the moft eloquent Perfon. 

Car. I would regale to-night 1 know it is not 

mine, but I've fent five hundred Crowns to purchafe it, 
becaufe I faw another bargaining for't ; and Perfons of 
my Quality muft not be refus'd : you apprehend me. 

Pet. Moft rightly that was the Reafon fhe came fo 

out of Humour home and is gone to Bed in fuch a 

fullen Fit. 

Car. To Bed, and all alone ! I would furprize her 
there. Oh how it pleafes me to think of flealing into her 
Arms like a fine Dream, Wench, hah. 

Aur. 'Twill be a pleafant one, no doubt. 

Pet. He lays the way out how he'll be cozen'd. \Afide. 

The Seigniora perhaps may be angry, Sir, but 

I'll venture that to accommodate you ; and that you may 
furprize her the more readily, be pleas'd to flay in my 
Chamber, till you think fhe may be afleep. 

Car. Thou art a perfect Miftrefs of thy Trade. 

Pet. 
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Pet. So, now will I to the Seigniora's Bed my felf, 
dreft and perfumed, and fmifh two good Works at once ; 
earn five hundred Crowns, and keep up the Honour of 
the Houfe. [Ajlde.] — Softly fweet Don. {Lights him out. 

Aur. And I will do two more good things, and disap- 
point your Expectations ; jilt the young Englijh Fool, 
and have old Carlo well bang'd, if t'other have any 
Courage. 

Enter La Nuche in Rage, and Sancho. 

La Nu. Aurelia, help, help me to be reveng'd upon 
this wretched unconfidering Heart. 

Aur. Heavens, have you made the Rover happy, Ma- 
dam? 

La Nu. Oh wou'd I had ! or that or any Sin wou'd 
change this Rage into fome eafier Paffion : Sicknefs and 
Poverty, Difgrace and Pity, all met in one, were kinder 
than this Love, this raging Fire of a proud amorous 
Heart. 

Enter Petronella. 

Pet. Heavens, what's the matter ? 

Aur. Here's Petronella, diffemble but your Rage a little. 

La Nu. Damn all diffembling now, it is too late — the 
Tyrant Love reigns abfolute within, and I am loft, Aurelia. 

Pet. How, Love ! forbid it Heaven ! will Love main- 
tain ye ? 

La Nu. Curfe on your Maxims, will they eafe my 
Heart ? Can your wife Counfel fetch me back my Rover ? 

Pet. Hah, your Rover, a Pox upon him. 

La Nu. He's gone gone to the Arms of fome 

gay generous Maid, who nobly follows Love's divine 
Dictates, whilft I 'gainst Nature ftudying thy dull Pre- 
cepts, and to be bafe and infamoufly rich, have barter'd 

all the Joys of human Life Oh give me Love : I 

will be poor and love. 

Pet. She's loft but hear me 

La Nu. I won't, from Childhood thou haft trained 
me up in Cunning, read Lectures to me of the ufe of 
Man, but kept me from the knowledge of the Right ; 
taught me to jilt, to flatter and deceive : and hard it was 
to learn th' ungrateful Leffons. But oh how foon plain 
Nature taught me Love, and fhew'd me all the cheat of 

thv 
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thy falfe Tenements No give me Love with 

any other Curfe. 

Pet. But who will give you that when you are poor ? 
when you are wretchedly defpis'd and poor ? 

La Nu. Hah ! 

Pet. Do you not daily fee fine Clothes, rich Furni- 
ture, Jewels and Plate are more inviting than Beauty un- 
adorned? be old, difeas'd, deform'd, be any thing, fo 
you be rich and fplendidly attended, you'll find your felf 
lov'd and ador'd by all— But I'm an old fool ftill— Well, 
Petronella, had'ft thou been half as induflrious in thy 

Youth as in thy Age thou hadfl not come to this. 

[ Weeps. 

La Nu. She's in the right. 

Pet. What can this mad poor Captain do for you, 
love you whilfl you can buy him Breeches, and then leave 
you ? A Woman has a fweet time on't with any Soldier- 
Lover of 'em all, with their Iron Minds, and Buff Hearts ; 
feather'd Inamorato's have nothing that belongs to Love 
but his Wings, the Devil clip 'em for Petronella. 

La Nu. True — he can ne'er be confhant. [Paujlng. 

Pet. Heaven forbid he mould ! No, if you are fo 
unhappy as that you muft have him, give him a Night or 
two and pay him for't, and fend him to feed again : But 
for your Heart, 'Sdeath, I would as foon part with my 
Beauty, or Youth, and as neceffary a Tool 'tis for your 

Trade A Curtezan and love ! but all my Counfel's 

thrown away upon ye. [ Weeps. 

La Nu. No more, I will be rul'd 1 will be wife, 

be rich : and fmce I muft yield fomewhere, and fome 
time, Beaumond fhall be the Man, and this the Night ; 
he's handfom, young, and lavifhly profufe : This Night 
he comes, and I'll fubmit to Intereft. Let the gilded 
Apartment be made ready, and ftrew it o'er with Flowers, 
adorn my Bed of State ; let all be fine ; perfume my 
Chamber like the Phoenix's Nefl, I'll be luxurious in my 
Pride to Night, and make the amorous prodigal Youth 
my Slave. 

Pet. Nobly refolv'd ! and for thefe other two who 
wait your coming, let me alone to manage. {Goes out. 

SCENE 
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SCENE changes to a Chamber, difcovers 
Fetherfool in Bed. 

Feth. This Gentlewoman is plaguy long in coming : 
— fome Nicety now, fome perfum'd Smock, or Point 
Night-Clothes to make her more lovely in my Eyes : 
Well, thefe Women are right City Cooks, they flay fo 

long to garnilh the Dim, till the Meat be cold but 

hark, the Door opens. 

Enter Carlo foftly, half undreft. 

Car. This Wench flays long, and Love's impatient ; 
this is the Chamber of La Nuche, I take it : If fhe be 
awake, 111 let her know who I am ; if not, 111 Ileal a 
Joy before fhe thinks of it. 

Feth. Sure lis fhe, pretty modefl Rogue, fhe comes 
i'th' dark to hide her Blufhes hum, Fm plaguy elo- 
quent o'th' fudden Who's there ? [ Whiffiering. 

Car. ; Tis I, my Love. 

Feth. Hah, fweet Soul, make hafle. — There Iwas again. 

Car. So kind, fure fhe takes me for fome other, or 

has fome inkling of my Defign [To himfelf. 

Where are you, Sweetefl ? 

Feth. Here my Love, give me your hand 

[Puts out his Hand ; Carlo kneels and kiffes it. 

Car. Here let me worfhip the fair Shrine before I dare 
approach fo fair a Saint. [Kiffes the Hand. 

Feth. Hah, what a Pox have we here? wou'd I 

were well out o' t'other fide — perhaps 'tis her Husband, 
and then I'm a dead Man, if I'm difcover'd. 

[Removes to f other fide, Carlo holds his Hand. 

Car. Nay, do not fly 1 know you took me for 

fome happier Perfon. [Feth. ft? 'uggles, Car. rifes and takes 
him in his Arms, and kiffes him. 

Feth. What, will you ravifh me ? [In a Jhrill Voice. 

Car. Hah, that Voice is not La Nuche's Lights 

there, Lights. 

Feth. Nay, I can hold a bearded Venus, Sir, as well 
as any Man. [Holds Carlo. 

Car. 
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Car. What art thou, Rogue, Villain, Slave ? 

(They fall to Cuffs, and fight till they are bloody, 

fall from the Bed, and fight on the Floor, 
Enter Petronella, Sancho, and Aurelia. 

Pet. Heaven, what noife is this ? we are undone, 

part 'em Sancho. {They part 'em. 

Feth. Give me my Sword ; nay, give me but a Knife, 
that I may cut yon Fellow's Throat 

Car. Sirrah, I'm a Grandee, and a Spaniard, and will 
be reveng'd. 

Feth. And I'm an Englifh-man, and a juflice, and 
will have Law, Sir, 

Pet. Say 'tis her Husband, or any thing to get him 
hence. [Afide to Sancho, who whifpers him. 

Thefe Englifh, Sir, are Devils, and on my Life 'tis un- 
known to the Seigniora that he's i'th' Houfe. 

[To Carlo afide. 

Car. Come, I'm abus'd, but I mufl put it up for fear 
of my Honour ; a Statefman's Reputation is a tender 
thing : Convey me out the back way. I'll be reveng'd. 

[Goes out. 

Feth. (Aurelia whifpers to him afide) How, her Huf- 
band ! Prithee convey me out ; my Clothes, my Clothes, 
quickly 

Aur. Out, Sir ! he has lock'd the Door, and defigns to 
have ye murder'd. 

Feth. Oh gentle Soul — take pity on me where, oh 

what fhall I do ? my Clothes, my Sword and Money. 

Aur. Quickly, Sancho, tie a Sheet to the Window, and 

let him Hide down by that Be fpeedy, and we'll throw 

your Clothes out after ye. Here, follow me to the Win- 
dow. 

Feth. Oh, any where, any where. That I could not 
be warn'd from whoring in a ftrange Country, by my 

Friend Ned Bluntfs Example if I can but keep it 

fecret now, I care not. [Exeunt. 

SCENE, the Street, a Sheet tyd to the Bal- 
cony, and F *eth. fitting crofs to Jlide down. 

Feth. So now your Neck, or your Throat, chufe 

11 Vol. I. ye 
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ye either, wife Mr. Nicholas Fetherfool— But flay, I 

hear Company. Now dare not I budg an Inch. 
Enter Beaumond alone. 

Beau. Where can this Rafcal, my Page, be all this 
while ? I waited in the Piazza fo long, that I believe he 
has miftook my Order, and gone direclly to La Nuchas 
Houfe — but here's no fign of him 

Feth. Hah 1 hear no noife, Pll venture down. 

{Goes half way down and flops. 
Enter Abevile, Mzcflck and Willmore. 

Will. Whither will this Boy condu6l me ?■ — but fince 
to a Woman, no matter which 'tis. 

Feth. Hah, more Company ; now dare not I flir up 
nor down, they may be Bravoes to cut my Throat, 

Beau. Oh hire thefe are they 

Will. Come, my Heart, lofe no time, but tune your 
Pipes. [Harlequin plays on his Guittar, and flngs. 

Beati. How, hire this is fome Rival. 

[Goes near and lift ens. 

Will. Harkye, Child, haft thou ne'er an amorous Ditty, 
fhort and fweet, hah 

Abev. Shall I not hng that you gave me, Sir ? 

Will. I fhall fpoil all with hard Oueftions— Ay, Child 
— that that. [The Boy flngs, Beau, liflens, a?td feems 

angry the while. 

SONG. 

A Pox upon this needlefls Scorn, 
Silvia for fliame the Cheat give o'er; 
The end to which the fair are born, 
Is 7tot to keep their Charms inflore, 
But lavifhly difpofe in hafle, 
Of Joys which no7ie but Youth improve ; 
Joys which decay when Beauty's pafl : 
And who when Beauty's pafl will love ? 

When Age thofe Glories fhall deface, 
Revenging all your cold Difdain, 
And Silvia fhall neglecled pafs, 
By every once admiring Swain ; 

And 
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And we can only^ Pity pay, 
When you in vain too late/hall burn : 
If Love increafe, and Youth delay, 
Ah, Silvia, who will make return ? 

Then hafie, my Silvia, to the Grove, 
Where all the Sweets #/*May confpire, 
To teach us every Art of Love, 
And raife our Charms of Pleafure higher; 
Where, whilfl imbracing, wejhould lie 
Loofely in Shades, on Banks of Flowers : 
The duller World whilfl we defy, 
Years will be Minutes, Ages Hours. 

Beau. 'Sdeath, that's my Page's Voice : Who the 
Devil is't that ploughs with my Heifer ! 

Aur. Don Henrick, Don Henrick 

[The Door opens, Beau, goes up to't ; Will, puts him 
by, and offers to go in, he pulls him back. 
Will. How now, what intruding Slave art thou ? 
Beau. What Thief art thou that bafely, and by dark, 
rob'ft me of all my Rights ? 

{Strikes him, they fight, and Blows light on 
Fetherfool who hangs down. 
[Sancho throws FetherfooFs Clothes out, Harlequin 
takes 'em up in confufion ; they fight out Beau- 
mond, all go off, but Will, gets into the Houfe : 
Harlequin and Feth. remain. Feth. gets down, 
runs againft Harlequin in the dark, both feem 
frighted. 
Harl. Que queflo. 

Feth. Ay, un pouer dead Home, murder'd, kill'd. 
Harl. (in Italian) You are the flrft dead Man I ever 
faw walk. 

Feth. Hah, Seignior Harlequin ! 
Harl. Seignior Nicholas ! 

Feth. A Pox Nicholas ye, I have been mauTd and bea- 
ten within doors, and hang'd and baftinado'd without 
doors, loft my Clothes, my Money, and all my Movea- 
bles ; 
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bles ; but this is nothing to the Secret taking Air. Ah 
dear Seignior, convey me to the Mountebanks, there I 
may have Recruit and Cure under one. 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

A Chamber, La Nuche on a Couch in an Un- 
drefs, Willmore at her Feet, on his knees, all 
ttnbradd: his Hat, Sword, &c. on the Table, 
at which Jhe is drejjing her Head. 

Will. f\ H Gods ! no more ! 

V_y I fee a yielding in thy charming Eyes ; 
The Blufhes on thy Face, thy trembling Arms, 
Thy panting Breaft, and fhort-breath'd Sighs confefs, 
Thou wo't be mine, in fpite of all thy Art. 

La Nu. What need you urge my Tongue then to re- 
peat what from my Eyes you can fo well interpret ? 

{Bowing down her Head to him, andfighing. 
— —or if it mull — difpofe me as you pleafe 

Will. Heaven, I thank thee ! \RiJes with Joy. 

Who wou'd not plough an Age in Winter Seas, 
Or wade full feven long Years in ruder Camps, 
To find this Reft at laft 1— {Leans on, and kiJJ'es her Bofom. 
Upon thy tender Bofom to repofe ; 
To gaze upon thy Eyes, and tafle thy Balmy KifTes, 

{KiJJ'es her. 

Sweeter than everlafling Groves of Spices, 

When the foft Winds difplay the opening Buds : 
Come, hafle, my Soul, to Bed- 

La Nu. You can be foft I find, when you wou'd con- 
quer abfolutely. 

Will. Not infant Angels, not young fighing Cupids 
Can be more ; this ravifhing Joy that thou haft promised 
Has form'd my Soul to fuch a Calm of Love, (me, 

It melts e'en at my Eyes. 

La Nu. What have I done ? that Promife will undo me, 

This Chamber was prepared, and I was dreft, 

To 
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To give Admittance to another Lover. 

Will. But Love and Fortune both were on my fide — 

Come, come to Bed confider nought but Love— — 

[They going out, one knocks. 

La Nu. Hark ! 

{Beau without.) By Heav'n I will have entrance. 

La Nu. 'Tis he whom I expert ; as thou lov'fl Life 
and me, retire a little into this Clofet. 

Will. Hah, retire ! 

La Nu. He's the moft fiercely jealous of his Sex, 
And D if appointment will inrage him more. 

Will. Death : let him rage whoe'er he be ; doll think Pll 
hide me from him, and leave thee to his Love ? 
Shall I, pent up, thro the thin Wainfcot hear 
Your Sighs, your amorous Words, and found of Kiffes ? 
No, if thou canft cozen me, do't, but difcreetly, 
And I fhall think thee true : 

I have thee now, and when I tamely part with thee, may 
Cowards huff and bully me. [Knocks again. 

La Nu. And mull I be undone becaufe I love ye ? 
This is the Mine from whence I fetch my Gold. 

Will. Damn the bafe Trafh : Fll have thee poor, and 

? Tis nobler far, to flarve with him thou lov'ft (mine ; 

Than gay without, and pining all within. [Knocking. 

breaking the Door, Will, fnatches up his Sword. 

La Nu. Heavens, here will be murder done — he mull 
not fee him. [As Beau, breaks open the Door,Jhe runs a- 
way with the Candle, Beau, enters with 
his Sword drawn. 

Will. What art thou ? 

Beau. A Man. [They fight. 

Enter Petron. with Light, Ls. Nuche following, 
Beau, runs to her. 
Oh thou falfe Woman, falfer than thy Smiles, 
Which ferve but to delude good-natured Man, 
And when thou hall him fall, betray'fl his Heart ! 

Will. Beaumond 7 

Beau. Willmore! Is it with thee that I muft tug for 
Empire ? For I lay claim to all this World of Beauty. 

[Takes La Nuche, looking with /corn on Willmore. 

La Nu. 
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La Nu. Heavens, how got this Ruffian in ? 

Will. Hold, hold, dear Harry, lay no Hands on her 
till thou canft make thy Claim good. 

Beau. She's mine, by Bargain mine, and that's fufficient. 

Will. In Law perhaps, it may for ought I know, but 
'tis not fo in Love : but thou'rt my Friend, and I'll there- 
fore give thee fair Play — if thou canft win her take her : 
But a Sword and a Miflrefs are not to be loft, if a Man 
can keep 'em. 

Beau. I cannot blame thee, thou but acts thy felf 

But thou fair Hypocrite, to whom I gave my Heart, 
And this exception made of all Mankind, 
Why would'fl thou, as in Malice to my Love, 
Give it the only Wound that cou'd deflroy it ? 

Will. Nay, if thou didft forbid her loving me, I have 
her fure. 

Beau. I yield him many Charms ; he's nobly born, 
Has Wit, Youth, Courage, all that takes the Heart, 
And only wants what pleafes Women's Vanity, 
Eflate, the only good that I can boaft : 
And that I facrifice to buy thy Smiles. 

La Nu. See, Sir here's a much fairer Chap- 
man you may be gone \To Will. 

Will. Faith, and fo there is, Child, for me, I carry 
all about me, and that by Heaven is thine : I'll fettle 
all upon thee, but my Sword, and that will buy us Bread. 
I've two led Horfes too, one thou fhalt manage, and 
follow me thro Dangers. 

La Nu. A very hopeful comfortable Life ; 
No, I was made for better Exercifes. 

Will. Why, every thing in its turn, Child, yet a Man's 
but a Man. 

Beau. No more, but if thou valued her, leave her to 
Eafe and Plenty. 

Will. Leave her to Love, my Dear ; one hour of right- 
down Love, is worth an Age of living dully on : 
What 'tis to be adorn'd and fhine with Gold, 
Dreft like a God, but never know the Pleafure? 

No, no, I have much finer things in flore for thee. 

{Hugs her. 
La Nu. 
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La Nu. What fhall I do ? here's powerful Intereft prof- 
trate at my Feet, {Pointing to Beau. 

Glory, and all that Vanity can boafl ; 
— But there — Love unadorn'd, no covering but his Wings, 

[To Will. 
No Wealth, but a full Quiver to do mifchiefs, 
Laughs at thofe meaner Trifles, 

Beau. Mute as thou art, are not thefe Minutes mine? 

But thou ah falfe haft dealt 'em out already, 

With all thy Charms of Love, to this unknown- 

Silence and guilty Blufhes fay thou haft : 
He all diforder'd too, loofe and undreft, 
With Love and Pleafure dancing in his Eyes, 
Tell me too plainly how thou haft deceived me. 

La Nit. Or if I have not, 'tis a Trick foon done, 
And this ungrateful Jealoufy wou'd put it in my Head. 

[Angrily. 

Beau. Wou'd ! by Heaven, thou haft — he is not to be 
fool'd, or footh'd into belief of diftant Joys, as eafy as 
I have been : I've loft fo kind an Opportunity, where 
Night and Silence both confpire with Love, had made him 

rage like Waves blown up by Storms : no more — I 

know he has — oh what, La Nitche / robb'd me of all 
that I have languifh'd for 

La Nu. If it were fo, you fhould not dare believe it — 
[Angrily turns away, he kneels and holds her. 

Beau. Forgive me ; oh fo very well I love, 
Did I not know that thou hadft been a Whore, 
I'd give thee the laft proof of Love — and marry thee. 

Will. The laft indeed for there's an end of Loving ; 

do, marry him, and be curft by all his Family : marry 

him, and ruin him, that he may curfe thee too. But 

hark ye, Friend, this is not fair ; 'tis drawing Sharps on 
a Man that's only arm'd with the defenfive Cudgel, I'm 
for no fuch dead doing Arguments ; if thou art for me, 
Child, it muft be without the folly, for better for worfe ; 
there's a kind of Nonfenfe in that Vow Fools only fwal- 
low. 

La Nu. But when I've worn out all my Youth and Beau- 
ty, and fuffer'd every ill of poverty, 1 mail be compell'd 

to 



168 The Rover; or, 

to begin the World again without a Stock to fet up with. 
No faith, I'm for a fubflantial Merchant in Love, who 
can repay the lofs of Time and Beauty ; with whom to 
make one thriving Voyage fets me up for ever, and I 
need never put to Sea again. t [Comes to Beau. 

Beau. Not to be exposed to Storms of Poverty, the Indies 

fhall come to thee See here — this is the Merchandize 

my Love affords. [Gives her a Pearl, and Pendants of 

Diamond. 

La Nu. Look ye, Sir, will not thefe Pearls do better 
round my Neck, than thofe kind Arms of yours ? thefe 
Pendents in my Ears, than all the Tales of Love you can 
whifper there ? 

Will. So I am deceiv'd deal on for 

Trafh and barter all thy Joys of Life for Baubles 

this Night prefents me one Adventure more — I'll try thee 
once again, inconftant Fortune ; and if thou faiPft me then 
— I will forfwear thee [Afide^\ Death, hadft thou lov'd my 
Friend for his own Value, I had efleeirr'd thee ; but when 
his Youth and Beauty cou'd not plead, to be the merce- 
nary Conqueft of his Prefents, was poor, below thy 
Wit : I cou'd have conquer'd fo, but I fcorn thee at that 

rate my Purfe fhall never be my Pimp Farewel, 

Harry. 

Beau. Thou'fl fham'd me out of Folly flay 

Will. Faith — I have an Affignation with a Woman — 
a Woman Friend ! young as the infant-day, and fweet as 
Rofes e'er the Morning Sun have kifs'd their Dew away. 
She will not ask me Money neither. 

La Nu. Hah ! flay — [Holds him and looks on him. 

Beau. She loves him, and her Eyes betray her Heart. 

Will. I am not for your turn, Child — Death, I fhall 

lofe my Miflrefs fooling here 1 mufl be gone. 

[She holds him, he Jhakes his Head, and Jings. 

No, no, I will not hire your Bed, 
Nor Tenant to your Favours be ; 
I will not farm your White and Red, 
You fhall not let your Love to me : 

I court a Miflrefs not a Landlady. 

Beau. 
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Beau. He's in the right ; and fhall I wafte my Youth 
and powerful Fortune on one who all this while has jil- 
ted me, feeing I was a lavifh loving Fool ? No — this 

Soul and Body fhall not be divided {Gives her to Will. 

Will. I am fo much thy Friend, another time I might 

be drawn to take a bad Bargain off thy Hands but I 

have other Bufmefs at prefent : wo't do a kind thing, 
Harry, — lend me thy Aid to carry off my Woman to 
night ? 'tis hard by in the Piazza, perhaps we may find 
Refiftance. 

Beau. My felf and Sword are yours. I have a Chair 
waits below too, may do you Service. 

Will. I thank ye Madam- your Servant. 

La Nu. Left by both ! 

Beau. You fee our Affairs are preffmg. 

[Bows, and /miles carelejfly. Ex. Will, finging. 

La Nu. Gone ! where's all your Power, ye poor de- 
luded Eyes ? Curfe on your feeble Fires, that cannot warm 

a Heat which every common Beauty Kindles. Oh - 

he is gone for ever. 

Enter Petronella. 

Pet. Yes, he is gone, to your eternal Ruin : not all 
the Race of Men cou'd have produced fo bountiful and 
credulous a Fool. 

La Nu. No, never ; fetch him back, my Petronella ; 
Bring me my wild Inconftant, or I die — [Puts her out. 

Pet. The Devil fetch him back for Petronella, is't he 
you mean ? you've had too much of him ; a Curfe upon 
him, he'as ruin'd you. 

La Nu. He has, he fhall, he mufl compleat my ruin. 

Pet. She raves, the Rogue has given her a SpaniJIi Phil- 
tre. 

La Nu. My Coach, my Veil or let 'email alone; 

undreft thus loofely to the Winds commit me to darknefs, 
and no Guide but pitying Cupid. [Going out, Pet. holds her. 

Pet. What, are you mad ? 

La Nu. As Winds let loofe, or Storms when they rage 
high. [Goes out. 

Pet. She's loft, and I'll fhift for my felf, feize all her 

Money and Jewels, of which I have the Keys ; and if 

I Seignior 
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Seignior Mountebank keeps his Word, be transformed to 
Youth and Beauty again, and undo this La Nuche at her 
own Trade [Goes in. 

SCENE, The Street 

Enter Willmore, Beaumond, Chair following. 

Will. Set down the Chair ; you're now within call, Fll 
to the Garden- Door, and fee if any Lady Bright appear — 
Dear Beaumond , flay here a minute, and if I find occafion, 
I'll give you the Word. 

Beau. 'Tis hard by my Lodgings ; if you want Con- 
veniences, I have the Key of the Back-way through the 
Garden, whither you may carry your Miftrefs. 

Will. I thank thee — let me firft fecure my Woman. 

[Goes out. 

Beau. I thought I'd love this falfe, this jilting Fair, 
even above my Friendfhip ; but I find I can forgive this 
Rogue, tho I am furehe has rob'd me of my Joys. 
Enter Ariadne with a Casket of Jewels. 

Aria. Not yet ! a Devil on him, he's Dear-hearting it 
with fome other kind Damfel Faith, 'tis moft wicked- 
ly done of me to venture my Body with a mad unknown 
Fellow. Thus a little more delay will put me into a fe- 
rious Confideration, and I ftiall e'en go home again, 
fleep and be fober. [She walks about. 

Beau. Hah, a Woman ! Perhaps the fame he looks 

for Fll counterfeit his Voice and try my Chance 

Fortune may fet us even. 

Aria. Hah, is not that a Man ? Yes and a Chair 

waiting. [She peeps. 

Beau. Who's there ? 

Aria. A Maid. 

Beau. A Miracle Oh art thou come, Child ? 

Aria. 'Tis he, you are a civil Captain, are you not, to 
make a longing Maid expect thus ? What Woman has 
detain'd you ? 

Beau. Faith, my Dear, tho Flefh and Blood be frail, 
yet the dear Hopes of thee has made me hold out with a 

Herculean Courage Stay, where fliall I carry her ? 

not 
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not to my own Apartment ; Ariadne may furprize me : 
Til to the Mountebank here i'th' Piazza, he has a Cure 
for all things, even for longing Love, and for a Piftole 
or two will do Reafon. 

Hah, Company : Here ftep into this Chair. 

[She goes in, they go off juft as Will, enters. 

Will. Hum, a Woman of Quality and jilt me — Egad 

that's flrange now Well, who mall a Man trufl in 

this wicked World ? 

Enter La Nuche as before. 

La Nu, This mould be he, he faunters about like an 
expecting Lover. [Will, peeping and approching. 

Will. By this Light a Woman, if fhe be the right— — 
but right or wrong fo fhe be Feminine ; harkye, Child, 
I fancy thee fome kind thing that belongs to me. 

La Nu. Who are you ? [In a low tone. 

Will. A wandering Lover that has loft his Heart, and I 
have a fhreud Guefs ; tis in thy dear Bofom, Child. 

La Nu. Oh you're a pretty Lover, a Woman's like to 
have a fweet time on't, if you're always fo tedious. 

Will. By yon bright Star-light, Child, I walk'd here in 
fhort turns like a Centinel, all this live-long Evening, and 
was jufl going (Gad forgive me) to kill my felf. 

La Nu. I rather think fome Beauty has detained you : 
Have you not feen La Nuche ? 

Will. La Nuche/ Why, fhe's a Whore 1 

hope you take me for a civiller Perfon, than to throw my 

felf away on Whores No, Child, I lie with none but 

honefl Women I : but no difputing now, come to 

my Lodging, my dear here's a Chair waits hard by. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE WillmoreV Lodging. 

Enter Harlequin with Fetherfool's Clothes on his Shoul- 
der, leading him halting by one Hand, Blunt {drunk) 
by the other in the dark ; Fetherfool bloody, his Coat 
put over his Shoulders. 

I 2 Feth. 
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Feth. Peano, Peano, Seignior, gently good Edward — 
for I'll not halt before a Cripple ; I have loft a great part 
of my agil Faculties. 

Blunt. Ah, fee the Inconflancy of fickle Fortune, Ni- 
cholas — A Man to day, and beaten to morrow : but take 
comfort, there's many a proper fellow has been robb'd 
and beaten on this Highway of whoring. 

Feth. Ay Ned, thou fpeak'ft by Woful Experience — 
but that I mould mifcarry after thy wholefom Docu- 
ments but we are all mortal, as thou fay'ft, Ned — 

Would I had never croft the Ferry from Croydon ; a few 
fuch Nights as thefe wou'd learn a Man Experience e- 
nough to be a Wizard, if he have but the ill luck to e- 
fcape hanging. 

Blunt. 'Dfheartlikins, I wonder in what Country our 
kinder Stars rule : In England plunder'd, fequefter'd, 
imprifon'd and baniih'd ; in France, ftarv'd, walking 
like the Sign of the naked Boy, with Plymouth Cloaks 
in our Hands ; in Italy and Spain robb'd, beaten, and 
thrown out at Windows. 

Feth. Well, how happy am I, in having fo true a 

Friend to condole me in Affliction [Weeps.'] I am 

oblig'd to Seignior Harlequin too, for bringing me hither 
to the Mountebank's, where I lhall not only conceal this 
Cataftrophe from thofe fortunate Rogues our Comrades, 
but procure a little Album Graecum for my Backfide. 

Come Seignior, my Clothes but Seignior — un Por- 

tavera Poco palanea. [DreJ/es him/elf. 

Harl. Seignior. 

Feth. Entende vos Signoria Englefa ? 

Harl. Em Poco, em Poco, Seignior. 

Feth. Per quelq arts, did your Seigniorfhip efcape 
Cudgeling ? 

Harl. La art de transformatio. 

Feth. Transformatio Why, wert thou not born 

a Man ? 

Harl. No, Seignior, un vieule Femme. 

Feth. How, born an old Woman ? 

Blunt. Good Lord ! born an old Woman ! And fo by 
transformation became invulnerable. 

Feth. 
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Feth. Ay — in — invulnerable — what would I give to be 
invulnerable ? and egad I am aimoft weary of being a 
Man, and fubjecl to beating : wou'd I were a Woman, 
a Man has but an ill time on't : if he has a mind to a 
Wench, the making Love is fo plaguy tedious— then pay- 
ing is to my Soul infupportable. But to be a Woman, to 
be courted with Prefents, and have both the Pleafure and 
the Profit — to be without a Beard, and fing a fine Tre- 
ble and fqueak if the Men but kifs me — 'twere fine — 

and what's better, I am fure never to be beaten again. 

Blunt. Pox on't, do not ufe an old Friend fo fcurvily ; 
confider the Mifery thoul't indure to have the Heart and 
Mind of a jilting Whore poffefs thee : What a Fit of the 
Devil mufl he fufTer who ac~ls her Part from fourteen to 
fourfcore ! No, 'tis refolv'd thou remain Nicholas Fether- 
fool flill, malt marry the Monfter, and laugh at Fortune. 

Feth. Tis true, Ihould I turn Whore to the Difgrace 
of my Family — what would the World fay ? who wou'd 
have thought it, cries one ? I cou'd never have believ'd 
it, cries another. No, as thou fa/ft, I'll remain as I am 
marry and live honeftly. 

Blunt. Well refolv'd, I'll leave you, for I was juft go- 
ing to ferenade my Fairy Queen, when I met thee at the 

Door fome Deeds of Gallantry mufl be perform'd, 

Seignior Bonus Nochus. [Ex. Blunt. 

Enter Shift with Light, 

Feth. Hah, a Light, undone ! 

Harl. Patientia, Patientia, Seignior, 

Shift. Where the Devil can this Rogue Hunt be ? 
Juft now all things are ready for marrying thefe two Mon- 
fters ; they wait, the Houfe is hufht, and in the lucky 
Minute to have him out of the way : fure the Devil owes 
me a fpite. [Runs againft Harlequin, puts out his Candle. 

Harl. Qui eft la? 

Shift. 'Tis Harlequin : Pox on't, is't you ? 

Harl. Peace, here's Fetherfool, I'll fecure him, whilfl 
you go about your Affair. [Ex Shift, 

Feth. Oh, I hear a Noife, dear Harlequin fecure me ; 

if I am difcower'd I am undone hold, hold 

here's a Door — [They both go in. 

I 3 SCENE 
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SCENE changes to a Chamber, difcovers 
the She-Giant ajleep in a great Chair. 

Enter Fetherfool and Harlequin. 

Feth. Hah — my Lady Monfter ! have I to avoid Scylla 

run upon Carybdis? hah fhe fleeps ; now wou'd fome 

magnanimous Lover make good Ufe of this Opportunity, 
take Fortune by the Fore-lock, put her to't, and make 

fure Work '■ — but Egad he muft have a better Heart, 

or a better Miftrefs than I. 

Harl. Try your Strength, I'll be civil and leave you. 

[In Italian he Jlillf peaks. 

Feth. Excufe me Seignior, I mould crackle like a 

wicker Bottle in her Arms no, Seignior, there's no 

venturing without a Grate between us : the Devil wou'd 

not give her due Benevolence No, when I'm mar- 

ry'd, I'll e'en mow her a fair pair of Heels, her Portion 
will pay Poftage — But what if the Giant mould carry her? 
that's to be fear'd, then I have cock'd and dreft, and fed, 
and ventur'd all this while for nothing. 

Harl. Faith, Seignior, if I were you, I wou'd make 
fure of fomething, fee how rich fhe is in Gems. 

Feth. Right, as thou fay'fl, I ought to make fure of 
fomething, and fhe is rich in Gems : How amiable looks 
that Neck with that delicious row of Pearls about it. 

Harl. She fleeps. 

Feth. Ay, fhe fleeps as 'twere her lafl. What if I 
made bold to unrig her ? So if I mifs the Lady, I have 
at leafl my Charges paid : what vigorous Lover can refifl 

her Charms ? [Looks on her. 

But fhou'd fhe wake and mifs it, and find it about me, I 

fhou'd be hang'd — [Turns away. 

So then, I lofe my Lady too — but Flefh and Blood 

cannot refifl — What if I left the Town ! then I lofe my 
Lady Hill, and who wou'd lofe a Hog for the refl of the 
Proverb ? — And yet a Bird in Hand, Friend Nicholas — 
Yet fweet Meat may have four Sauce — And yet refufe 
when Fortune offers — Yet Honefty's a Jewel — But a Pox 
upon Pride, when Folks go naked Har. 
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Har. Well faid. \Incour aging him by Signs. 

Feth. Ay I'll do't but what Remedy now a- 

gainfl Difcovery and Reflitution ? 

Har. Oh, Sir, take no care, you fhall fwallow 'em. 

Feth. How, fwallow 'em ! I fhall ne'er be able to 
do't. 

Har. Pll fhew you, Seignior, 'tis eafy. 

Feth. 'Gad that may be, 'twere excellent if I cou'd 
do't ; but firft — by your leave. 

[Unties the Necklace, breaks the String, and 
Har. /wallows one to fJiew him. 

Har. Look ye, that's all 

Feth. Hold, hold, Seignior, an you be fo nimble, I 
fhall pay dear for my Learning — let me fee — friend Ni- 
cholas, thou haft fwallow'd many a Pill for the Difeafe of 
the Body, let's fee what thou canft perform for that of 
the Purfe. [Swallows y em. 

— fo — a comfortable bufmefs this — three or four thoufand 
pound in Cordial-Pearl : 'Sbud, Mark Anthony was ne- 
ver fo treated by his Egyptian Crocodile — hah, what noife 
is that ? 

Har. Operator, Operator, Seignior. 

Feth. How, an Operator ! why, what the Devil makes 
he here ? fome Plot upon my Lady's Chaftity ; were I gi- 
ven to be jealous now, Danger wou'd enfue — Oh, he's 
entring, I wou'd not be feen for all the World. Oh, 
fome place of Refuge [Looking about. 

Har. I know of none. 

Feth. Hah, what's this a Clock Cafe ? 

Har. Good, good look you, Sir, do you do thus, 

and 'tis impoffible to difcover ye. 

[Goes into the Cafe, andfhews him how to ft and; 

then Fetherfool goes in, pulls off his Periwig, his 

Head out, turning for the Minutes o'tti top : his 

Hand out, and his Fingers pointing to a Figure. 

Enter Shift and Hunt. 

Feth. Oh Heaven, he's here. 

Shift. See where fhe fleeps ; get you about your bufi- 
nefs, fee your own little Marmofet and the Prieft be rea- 
dy, that we may marry and confummate before Day ; 
I 4 and 
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and in the Morning our Friends fhall fee us abed together, 
give us the good morrow, and the Work's done. 

[Ex. Hunt. 
Feth. Oh Traytor to my Bed, what a Hellifh Plot's 
here difcover'd ! [Shift wakes the Giant. 

Giant. Oh, are you come, my Sweeteft ? 
Feth. Hah, the Miftrefs of my Bofom falfe too ! ah, 

who wou'd truft faithlefs Beauty oh that I durft fpeak. 

Shift. Come let's away, your Uncle and the reft of 
the Houfe are fail afleep, let's away e'er the two Fools, 
Blunt and Fetherfool, arrive. 

Giant. Hang 'em, Pigeon-hearted Slaves 

Shift. A Clock let's fee what hour 'tis 

[Lifts tip the Light to fee, Feth. blows it out. 

How betray'd I'll kill the Villain. [Draws. 

Feth. Say you fo, then 'tis time for me to uncafe. 
Shift. Have you your Lovers hid ? [Gets out, all 

groping in the dark, Feth. gets the Giant by the Hand. 
Giant. Softly, or we're undone; give me your Hand, 
and be undeceiv'd. 

Feth. 'Tis fhe, now fhall I be reveng'd. 

[Leads her out. 
Shift. What gone ! Death, has this Monfter got the 
Arts of Woman ? [Harl. meets him in the dark, and 
plays tricks with him. 

[Ex. 
Enter Willmore and La Nuche by dark. 
Will. Now we are fafe and free, let's in my Soul, and 
gratefully firft facrifice to Love, then to the Gods of Mirth 
and Wine, my Dear. [Ex, puffing over the Stage. 
Enter Blunt with Petronella, imbracing her, his Sword 
in his Hand, and a Box of Jewels. 
Pet. I was damnably afraid I was purfu'd. [Afide. 
Blunt. Something in the Fray I've got, pray Heaven 
it prove a Prize, after my curfed ill luck of lofmg my La- 
dy Dwarf : Why do you tremble, fair one ? you're 

in the Hands of an honeft Gentleman, Adfhartlikins. 

Pet. Alas, Sir, juft as I approacht Seignior Doctor's 
Door, to have my felf furrounded with naked Weapons, 
then to drop with the fear my Casket of Jewels, which 

had 
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had not you by chance ftumbled on and taken up, I had 
loft a hundred thoufand Crowns with it. 

Blunt. Ha um — a hundred thoufand Crowns — a pret- 
ty trifling Sum — I'll marry her out of hand. [Afede. 

Pet. This is an Engli/hman, of a dull honefl Nation, 
and might be manag'd to advantage, were I but tranf- 
form'd now. [Afide. 

I hope you are a Man of Honour ; Sir, I am a Virgin, 
fled from the rage of an incens'd Brother ; cou'd you but 
fecure me with my Treafure, I wou'd be devoted yours. 

Blunt. Secure thee ! by this Light, fweet Soul, Til 

marry thee ; Belvile's Lady ran juft fo away with 

him this muft be a Prize # [AJide. 

But hark — prithee, my Dear, flep in a little, I'll keep my 
good Fortune to my felf. 

Pet. See what truft I repofe in your Hands, thofe 
Jewels, Sir. 

Blunt. So — there can be no jilting here, I am fecur'd 
from being cozen'd however. [Ex. Pet. 

Enter Fetherfool. 

Feth. A Pox on all Fools, I fay, and a double Pox on 
all fighting Fools ; juft when I had miraculoufly got my 
Monfter by a miftake in the dark, convey'd her out, and 
within a moment of marrying her, to have my Friend 
fet upon me, and occafion my lofmg her, was a Cataftro- 
phe which none but thy termagant Courage (which never 
did any Man good) cou'd have procured. 

Blunt. 'Dfhartlikins, I cou'd kill my felf. 

Feth. To fight away a couple of fuch hopeful Mon- 

fters, and two Millions 'owns, was ever Valour fo 

improvident ? 

Blunt. Your fighting made me miflake : for who the 
Pox wou'd have look'd for Nicholas Fetherfool in the 
perfon of a Hero ? 

Feth. Fight, 'Sbud a Million of Money wou'd have pro- 
vok'd a Bully ; befides, I took you for the damn'd Rogue 
my Rival. 

Blunt. Juft as I had fmifh'd my Serenade, and had put 
up my Pipes to be gone, out-ftalk'd me your two-handed 
Lady, with a Man at her Girdle like a bunch of Keys, 

12 Vol. I. I 5 whom 
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whom I taking for nothing lefs than fome one who had 
fome foul defign upon the Gentlewoman, like a true 
Knight-Errant, did my beft to refcue her. 

Feth. Yes, yes, I feel you did, a Pox of your heavy 
hand. 

Blunt. So whilft we two were lovingly cuffing each 
other, comes the Rival, I fuppofe, and carries off the 
Prize. 

Feth. Who muft be Seignior Lucifer himfelf, he cou'd 
never have vanifht with that Celerity elfe with fuch a 
Carriage — But come, all we have to do is to raife the 
Mountebank and the Guardian, purfue the Rogues, have 
'em hang'd by Law, for a Rape, and Theft, and then 
we Hand fair again. 

Blunt. Faith, you may, if you pleafe, but Fortune has 
provided otherwise for me. [Afde.] [Ex. Blu. aud Feth. 
Enter Beaumond and Ariadne. 

Beau. Sure none lives here, or Thieves are broken in, 
the Doors are all left open. 

Aria. Pray Heaven this Stranger prove but honeftnow. 

[Afde. 

Beau. Now my dear Creature, every thing confpires to 
make us happy, let us not defer it. 

Aria. Hold, dear Captain, I yield but on Conditions, 

which are thefe 1 give you up a Maid of Youth and 

Beauty, ten thoufand Pound in ready Jewels here — three 
times the value in Eft ate to come, of which here be the 
Writings, you delivering me a handfom proper fellow, 

Heart-whole and found, that's all your Name I ask 

not till the Prieft declare it, who is to feal the Bargain. 
I cannot deceive, for I let you know I am Daughter-in- 
law to the EnglifJi Ambaffador. 

Beau. Ariadne! — —How vain is all Man's Induftry 
and Care to make himfelf accompliftYd ; when the gay 
fluttering Fool, or the half-witted rough unmanner'd 
Brute, who in plain terms comes right down to the bu- 
fmefs, out-rivals him in all his Love and Fortunes. 

[Afcde. 

Aria. Methinks you cool upon't, Captain. 

Beau. Yes, Ai'iadne. 

Aria. 
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Aria. Beaumond / 

Beau. Oh what a World of Time have I mifpent for 

want of being a Blockhead 'Sdeath and Hell, 

Wou'd I had been fome brawny ruffling Fool, 

Some forward impudent unthinking Sloven, 

A Woman's Tool ; for all befides unmanageable. 

Come, fwear that all this while you thought 'twas I. 

The Devil has taught ye Tricks to bring your Falfhood 

off. 

Aria. Know 'twas you ! no, Faith, I took you for 
as errant a right down Captain as ever Woman wifht 
for ; and 'twas uncivil egad, to undeceive me, I tell you 
that now. 

Enter Willmore and La. Nuche by dark. 

Will. Thou art all Charms, a Heaven of Sweets all 
over, plump fmooth round Limbs, fmall rifing Breads, 
a Bofom foft and panting — I long to wound each Senfe. 
Lights there — who waits ? — there yet remains a Pleafure 
unpoffefl, the fight of that dear Face— Lights there — 
where are my Vermin ? [Ex. Will. 

Aria. My Captain with a Woman and is it fo 

Enter Will, with Eights, fees Aria, and goes to her. 

Will. By Heaven, a glorious Beauty ! now a Bleffmg 

on thee for mewing me To dear a Face Come, Child, 

let's retire and begin where we left off. 

La Nu. A Woman ! 

Aria. Where we left off ! pray, where was that good 
Captain ? 

Will. Within upon the Bed, Child come— — IT1 

fhow thee. 

Beau. Hold Sir. 

Will. Beaumond I come fit to celebrate my Happinefs ; 
ah fuch a Woman-friend ! 

Beau. Do ye know her ? 

Will. All o'er, to be the foftefl fweeteft Creature 

Beau. I mean, do ye know who fhe is ? 

Will. Nor care ; 'tis the lafl Queftion I ever ask a fine 
Woman. 

Beau. And are you fure you are thus well ac- 
quainted. 

Will. 
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Will. I cannot boaft of much acquaintance but 

I have pluckt a Rofe from her Bofom or fo and 

given it her again—we've pad the hour of the Berjere 
together, that's all — 

Beau. And do you know — this Lady is my — Wife ? 

[Draws. 

Will. Hah ! hum, hum, hum, hum — 

[Turns and fings, fees La Nuche, and returns 
quick with an uneafy Grimace. 

Beau. Did you not hear me ? Draw. 

Will. Draw, Sir what on my Friend ! 

Beau. On your Cuckold, Sir, for fo you've doubly 

made me : Draw, or I'll kill thee 

[Paffes at him, he fences with his 
Hat, La Nu. holds Beau. 

Will. Hold, prithee hold. 

La Nit. Put up your Sword, this Lady's innocent, at 
leaft in what concerns this Evening's bufmefs ; I own — 
with Pride I own I am the Woman that pleas'd fo well 
to night. 

Will. La Nuche! kind Soul to bring me off with fo 
handfom a lye : How lucky 'twas fhe happen'd to be 
here ! 

Beau. Falfe as thou art, why fhou'd I credit thee ? 

La Nu. By Heaven, 'tis true, I will not lofe the glory 
on't. 

Will. Oh the dear perjur'd Creature, how I love thee 

for this dear lying Virtue Harkye, Child, haft thou 

nothing to fay for thy felf, to help us out withal ? 

[To Aria, afide. 

Aria. I ! I renounce ye falfe Man. 

Beau. Yes, yes, I know fhe's innocent of this, for 
which I owe no thanks to either of you, but to my felf 
who miftook her in the dark. 

La Nu. And you it feems miflook me for this Lady ; I 
favour'd your Defign to gain your Heart, for I was told, 
that if this Night I loft you, I fhou'd never regain you : 
now I am yours, and o'er the habitable World will follow 
you, and live and ftarve by turns, as Fortune pleafes. 

Will. 
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Will. Nay, by this Light, Child, I knew when once 

thou'dft try'd me, thou'dft ne'er part with me give me 

thy Hand, no Poverty fhall part us. \Kdfes her. 
f now here's a Bargain made without the for- 
mal Foppery of Marriage. 

La Nu. Nay, faith Captain, fhe that will not take thy 
word as foon as the Parfon's of the Parifh, deferves not 
the Bleffmg. 

Will. Thou art reform'd, and I adore the Change. 
Enter the Guardian, Blunt, and Fetherfool. 

Guar. My Nieces ftoPn, and by a couple of the Seig- 
nior's Men ! the Seignior fled too ! undone, undone ! 

Will. Hah, now's my Cue, I muft finifh this Jeft. 

{Goes out. 
Enter Shift and Giant, Hunt and Dwarf. 

Guar. Oh impudence, my Nieces, and the Villains 
with 'em ! I charge ye Gentlemen to lay hold on 'em. 

Dwarf. For what, good Uncle, for being fo courage- 
ous to marry us ? 

Guar. How, married to Rogues, Rafcals, Jean Pot ages ! 

Blunt. Who the Devil would have look'd for jilting in 
fuch Hobgoblins ? 

Feth. And haft thou deceiv'd me, thou foul-filthy Syna- 
gogue ? 

Enter Willmore like a Mountebank as before. 

Blunt. The Mountebank ! oh thou cheating Quack, 
thou fopiflicated adulterated Villain. 

Feth. Thou cozening, lying, Fortune-telling, Fee- 
taking Rafcal. 

Blunt. Thou jugling, conjuring, canting Rogue ! 

Will. What's the matter, Gentlemen ? 

Blunt. Haft thou the Impudence to ask who took my 
Money to marry me to this ill-favour'd Baboon ? 

Feth. And me to this foul filthy o'ergrown Chronicle ? 

Blunt. And haft fuffered Rogues, thy Servants, to mar- 
ry 'em : Sirrah, I will beat thee paft Cure of all thy 
hard-nam'd Drugs, thy Guzman Medicines. 

Feth. Nay, I'll peach him in the Inquifition for a Wi- 
zard, and have him hang'd for a Witch. 

Shift. 
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Shift. Sir, we are Gentlemen, and you mail have the 
thirds of their Portion, what wou'd you more ? 

[Afide to the Guar. 
Look ye, Sir. [Pulls off their Difguife. 

Blunt. Hunt! 

Feth. Shift! We are betray'd : all will out to the 
Captain. 

Will. He fhall know no more of it than he does already 
for me, Gentlemen. {Pulls off his Difguife. 

Blunt. Willmore ! 

Feth. Ay, ay, 'tis he. 

Blunt. Draw, Sir you know me 

Will. For one that 'tis impoffible to cozen. 

[All laugh. 

Beatt. Have a care, Sir, we are all for the Captain. 

Feth. As for that, Sir, we fear ye not, d'ye fee, were 
you Hercules and all his Myrmidons. 

[Draws, but gets behind. 

Will. Fools, put up your Swords, Fools, and do not 
publifh the Jeft : your Money you fhall have again, on 
condition you never pretend to be wifer than other Men, 
but modeftly believe you may be cozen'd as well as your 
Neighbours. 

[The Guardian talking with Hunt and 
Shift and Giant this while. 

Feth. La you, Ned, why fhou'd Friends fall out ? 

Bhcnt. Cozen'd ! it may be not, Sir ; for look ye, 
Sir, the Effex Fool, the cozen'd dull Rogue can fhew 

Moveables or fo — nay, they are right too 

[Shews his Jewels. 
This is no Naples Adventure, Gentlemen, no Copper 

Chains ; all fubftantial Diamonds, Pearls and Rubies 

[Will, takes the Casket, and looks in it. 

La Nu. Hah, do not I know that Casket, and thofe 
Jewels ? 

Feth. How the Pox came this Rogue by thefe ? 

Will. Hum, Edward, I confefs you have redeem'd 
your Reputation, and fhall hereafter pafs for a Wit — by 
what good fortune came you by this Treafure ? — what 
Lady — 

Blunt'. 
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Blunt. Lady, Sir ! alas no, I'm a Fool, a Country 
Fop, an Afs, I ; but that you may perceive your felves 
miftaken, Gentlemen, this is but an earneft of what's to 
come, a fmall token of remembrance, or fo — and yet I 
have no Charms, I ; the fine Captain has all the Wit and 
Beauty — but thou'rt my Friend, and I'll impart. 

[Brings oitt Petronella veiPd. 
Enter Aurelia and Sancho. 

Aur. Hither we trac'd her, and fee fhe's yonder. 

San. Sir, in the King's Name lay hold of this old 
Cheat, fhe has this Night robb'd our PatroJia of a hundred 
thoufand Crowns in Money and Jewels. 

Blunt Hah! 

La Nu. You are miftaken, Friend Sancho, fhe only seiz'd 
'em for my ufe, and has deliver'd 'em in trufl to my 
Friend the Captain. 

Pet. Hah, La Nuche ! 

Blunt. How ! cozen'd again ! 

Will. Look ye, Sir, fhe's fo beautiful, you need no 
Portion, that alone's fufhcient for Wit. 

Feth. Much good may do you with your rich Lady, 
Edward. 

Blunt, Death, this Fool laugh at me too well, I 

am an errant right-down Loggerhead, a dull conceited 
cozen'd filly Fool; and he that ever takes me for any 
other, 'dfhartlikins, I'll beat him. I forgive you all, and 
will henceforth be good-natur'd ; wo't borrow any Mo- 
ney ? Pox on't, Pll lend as far as e'er 'twill go, for I am 
now reclaim'd. 

Guar. Here is a Necklace of Pearl loft, which, Sir, 
I lay to your Charge. [To Fetherfool. 

Feth. Hum, I was bewitcht I did not rub off with it 
when it was mine — who I ? if e'er I faw a Necklace of 
Pearl, I wifh 'twere in my Belly. 

Blunt. How a Necklace ! unconfcionable Rogue, not 
to let me fhare : well, there is no Friendfhip in the World ; 
I hope they'l hang him. 

Shift. He'll ne'er confefs without the Rack come, 

we'll tofs him in a Blanket. 

Feth. 
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Feth. Hah, tofs me in a Blanket, that will turn my 
Stomach moft villainoufly, and I mail difembogue and 
difcover all. 

Shift. Come, come, the Blanket [They lay hold on him. 

Feth. Hold, hold, I do confefs, I do confefs 

Shift. Reft ore, and have your Pardon. 

Feth. That is not in Nature at prefent, for Gentlemen, 
I have eat 'em. 

Shift. ? Sdeath, I'll diffecl ye. [Goes to draw. 

Will. Let me redeem him ; here Boy, take him. to my 
Chamber, and let the Doctor glyiler him foundly, and I'll 
warrant you your Pearl again. 

Feth. If this be the end of travelling, I'll e'en to old 
England again, take the Covenant, get a Sequeflrator's 
Place, grow rich, and defy all Cavaliering. 

Beait. 'Tis Morning, let's home, Ariadne, and try, if 
poffible, to love fo well to be content to marry ; if we 
find that amendment in our Hearts, to fay we dare believe 
and trufl each other, then let it be a Match. 

Aria. With all my Heart. 

Will. You have a hankering after Marriage flill, but I 
am for Love and Gallantry. 
So ttio by feveral ways we gain our End, 
Love flill, like Death, does to one Center tend. 
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Spoken by Mrs. BARE. Y. 

POets are Kings of Wit, and you appear 
A Parliament, by Play-Bill, fummon'd here ; 
When e'er in want, to you for aid they fly, 
And a new Play's the Speech that begsfupply : 

But now 

The f canted Tribute is fo flow ly paid, 

Our Poets mufl find oitt another Trade ; 

They've try'd all ways th' infatiate Clan to pleafe, 

Have parted with their old Prerogatives, 

Their Birth-right Satiring, and their jufl pretence 

Of judging even their owjjl Wit and Senfe ; 

And write againfl their Co7tfciences, to fhow 

Hoiv dull they can be to comply with you. 

They've flatter' d all the Mutineers i'th' Nation, 

Gr offer than e'er was done in Dedication ; 

Pleas' d your feck Palates with Fantaflick Wit, 

Such as was ne'er a treat before to th' Pit ; 

Giants, fat Cardinals, Pope Joans and Fryers, 

To entertain Right Worfhipfuls and Squires : 

Who laugh, and cry Ads Nigs, 'tis woundy good, 

When the fuger J s all the Jefl that's underflood. 

And yet you'll co?ne but once, unlefs by ftealth, 

Except the Author be for Commonwealth ; 

Then half Crown more you nobly throw a Way, \ 

And tho my Lady feldom fee a Play, \ 

She, with her eldeft Daughter fhall be boxt that day. ) 

Then Prologue comes, Ads-lightikins, crys Sir John, 

You fhall hear notable Conceits anon ; 

How neatly, Sir, he'll bob the Court and French King, 

And tickle away — -you know who— for Wenching. 

THE 
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Dramatis Personae. 

MEN. 

Ambrofio, A Nobleman of Spain. 
Marcel, His Son. 

Silvio, Suppofed Baftard Son of Ambrqfio.. 
Antonio, A German that has debauch'd Hippolyta. 
AJ (A Flanders Colonel contracted to Hippolyta, 

/itonzo, | and newly arriv'd at ^f^r/^. 
Lovis, His Friend. 

Carlo, Father to Lovis and Euphemia. * * 
Haunce van c A Dutch Fop contracted to Euphemia, 

Ezel, { newly arriv'd at Madrid. 
Gload, His Cam-keeper. 
Pedro, An old Servant to Alonzo. 

WOMEN. 

Euphemia^ In love with Alonzo. 

Hippolyta, In love with Antonio, ■> Daughters to 

Cleonte, In love with Silvio, ) Ambrofco. 

Clarinda, Sifter unknown to Alonzo, in love with Marcel. 

Dormida, Her Governefs. 

Francifca, Woman to Cleonte. 

Ohnda, \ TwQ Maids Euphemia. 

Donee, j ^ 

The Scene, Madrid. 

ACT 
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ACT I. ' SCENE I. 

Enter Alonzo and Lovis in travelling Habits, attended by 
Pedro and Gload. 
EAR Alonzo! I fhall love a Church 
the better this Month for giving me a 
fight of thee, whom I fo little expected 
in this part of the World, and lefs in fo 
fanctify'd a Place. What Affair could be powerful enough 
to draw thee from the kind obliging Ladies of Brabant ? 
A Ion. Firft the fudden Orders of my Prince Don John, 
and next a fair Lady. 

Lo. A Lady ! Can any of this Country relifh with a 
Man that has been us'd to the Freedom of thofe of 
Bruxels, from whence I fuppofe you are now arriv'd ? 

A Ion. This morning I landed, from fuch a ftorm, as fet 
us all to making Vows of Converfion, (upon good Con- 
ditions) and that indeed brought me to Church. 

Lo. In that very Storm I landed too, but with lefs 
Senfe of Danger than you, being diverted with a pleafant 
Fellow that came along with me, and who is defign'd to 

marry a Sifter of mine againlt my Will And now 

I think of him, Gload, where haft thou left this Mafter 
of thine ? 

Glo. At the Inn, Sir, in as lamentable a Pickle, as if 
he were ftill in the Storm ; recruiting his emptyed Sto- 
mach with Brandy, and railing againft all Women-kind 
for your Sifter's fake, who has made him undertake this 
Voyage. 

Lo. Well, I'll come to him, go home before. 

[Ex. Gload. 
A Ion. Prithee what thing is this ? 

Lo. Why, 'tis the Cafhier to this Squire I fpoke of, a 
Man of Bufmefs, and as wife as his Mafter, but the graver 

Coxcomb 
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Coxcomb of the two. But this Lady, Alonzo, who is 
this Lady thou fpeak'ft of ? fhall not I know her ? We 
were wont to divide the Spoils of Beauty, as well as thofe 
of War between us. 

A Ion. O but this is no fuch Prize, thou wouldfl hardly 
fhare this with the Danger, there's Matrimony in the Cafe. 

Lo. Nay, then keep her to thy felf, only let me know 
who 'tis that can debauch thee to that fcandalous way of 
Life ; is fhe fair ? will fhe recompenfe the Folly ? 

A Ion. Faith I know not, I never faw her yet, but 'tis 
the Sifter of Marcel, whom we both knew laft Summer 
in Flanders, and where he and I contracted fuch a Friend- 
fhip, that without other Confideration he promised me 
Hippolyta, for that's his Sifter's Name. 

Lo. But wo't thou really marry her ? 

A Ion. I confider my Advantage in being allied to fo 
confiderable a Man as Ambrofio, her Father, I being now 
fo unhappy as not to know my Birth or Parents. 

Lo. I have often heard of fome fuch thing, but durfl 
not ask the Truth of it. 

A Ion. 'Tis fo, all that I know of my felf is, that a 
SpaniJJi Souldier, who brought me up in the Army, dying, 
confeft I was not his Son, (which till then I believ'd) 
and at the Age of twelve left me to fhift for my felf : the 
Fortune he inrich'd me with, was his Horfe and Arms, 
with a few Documents how to ufe them, as I had feen 
him do with good fuccefs : This Servant {Points- to Pe- 
dro) and a Crucifix of Value. And from one Degree 
to another, I arriv'd to what you knew me, Colonel of 
the Prince's Regiment, and the Glory of his Favour. 

Lo. Honour is the Child of Virtue, and finds an 
Owner every where. 

Alon, Oh, Sir, you are a Courtier, and have much the 
odds of a Souldier in Parleys of this nature : but hither 
I am come 

Lo. To be undone Faith thou look'ft ill upon't. 

Alon. I confefs I am not altogether fo brisk as I fhould 
have been upon another Occafion ; you know Lovis, I 
have been us'd to chriftian Liberty, and hate this formal 
Courtfhip. Pox on't, wou'd 'twere over. 

Lo. 
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Lo. Where all Parties are agreed, there's little need of 
that ; and the Ladies of Spain, whatever Gravity they 
affume, are as ready as any you ever met withal. 

Alon. But there's a damn'd Cuftom that does not at 
all agree with Men fo frank and gay as thou and I ; there's 
a deal of Danger in the Achievement, which fome fay 
heightens the Pleafure, but I am of another Opinion. 

Fed. Sir, there is a Female in a Veil has followed us 
ever fmce we came from Church. 

Alon. Some amorous Adventure : Seefhe [Enter Olinda. 
advances : Prithee retire, there may be danger in it. 

{Puts Lovis back, 

Lo. Oh then, I mufl by no means leave you. 

[Lovis advances. 

Olin. Which of thefe two mail I chufe ? [She looks o?i 

both. 
Sir, you appear a Stranger, [To Lovis. 

Alon. We are both fo, Lady. 

Olin. I mail fpoil all, and bring [She looks again on both. 
the wrong. Sir, you mould be a Cavalier, that 

Alon. Would gladly obey your Orders. 

Lo. Nay, I find 'tis all one to you which you chufe, 
fo you have one of us : but would not both do better ? 

Olin. No, Sir, my Commiffion's but to one. 

Alon. Fix and proceed then, let me be the Man. 

Olin. What fhall I do ? they are both well : [Afcde. 
but I'll e'en chufe, as 'twere, for my felf ; and hang me 
if I know which that fhall be, {looks on both.) Sir, there 
is a Lady of Quality and Beauty, who gueffmg you to be 
Men of Honour, has fent me to one of you. 

Alon. Me I am fare. 

Lo. Me, me, he's engag'd already. 

Alon. That's foul Play, Lovis. 

Olin. Well, I mufl have but one, and therefore I'll 
wink and chufe. 

Lo. I'll not trufl blind Fortune. 

Alon. Prithee, Lovis, let thee and I agree upon the 
matter, and I find the Lady will be reafonable ; crofs or 
pile who fhall go. 

Lo. Go, Sir, whither ? 

Alon. 
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A Ion. To the Lady that 

Lo. Sent for neither of us that I can hear of yet. 

Olin. You will not hear me out, but Fll end the Dif- 
ference by chufmg you, Sir ; and if you'll follow me 
[To Alonzo.] at a diftance, I will conduct you where 
this Lady is. 

A Ion. Fair Guide march on, Fll follow thee. [Offers to go. 

Lo. You are not mad, Sir, 'tis fome abufe, and dan- 
gerous. [Pulls him back. 

A Ion. Be not envious of my Happinefs : Forbear a 
Wench, for fear of Danger ! 

Lo. Have a care, 'tis fome Plot. [Holds him."] Where 
did this Lady fee us ? we are both Strangers in the City. 

A Ion. No matter where. 

Olin. At Church, Sir, juft now. 

A Ion. Ay, ay, at Church, at Church, enough. 

Lo. What's her Name ? 

Alon. Away, thou art fuller of Queftions than a For- 
tune-teller : Come let's be gone. 

Lo. Sure you do not mean to keep your Word, Sir ? 

Alon. Not keep my Word, Lovis? What wicked Life 
haft thou known me lead, fhould make thee fuspecT I 
mould not ? When I have made an Intereft in her, and 
find her worth communicating, I will be juft upon Ho- 
nour Go, go. 

Lo. Well, go your ways ; if Marriage do not tame you, 
you are paft all Hopes : but pray, Sir, let me fee you at 
my Lodgings, the Golden Fleece here at the Gate. 

Alon. Fll attend thee here, and tell thee my Adventure : 
Farewel. {Exit. Lovis.) Pedro, go you and inquire for 
the Houfe of Don Ambrqfio, and tell him I will wait on 
him in the Evening, by that time I fhall get my felf in 
Order. [Ex. Alonzo and Olinda ; Pedro the other way. 

SCENE II. Ambrofio^ Houfe. 

Enter Silvio, melancholy. 
Silv. T Mull remove Marcel, for his Honour 

JL Will ne'er permit that I fhould court my Sifter ; 
My Paffion will admit of no Reftraint, 

>Tis 
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'Tis grown fo violent ; and fair Cleonte's Charms 
Each Day increafe to fuch a killing Number, 
That I muft fpeak or die. 

Enter Francifca. 

Franc. What, flill with folded Arms and down call 
Looks ? 

Silv. Oh Francifca / 
My Brother's Prefence now afflicts me more 
Than all my Fears of Cruelty from Cleonte ; 
She is the bell, the fweetefl, kindefl Sifter. 

Franc. Ay, Sir, but fhe will never make the kindefl 
Miflrefs. 

Silv. At leafl fhe fhould permit me to adore her, 
Were but Marcel away. 
Haft thou no Stratagem to get him abfent ? 
For I can think of nothing but my Sifter. [Sighs. 

Franc. I know of one, nor other Remedy for you 
than loving lefs. 

Silv. Oh 'tis impoffible : 
Thou know'ft I've try'd all ways, made my Addreffes 
To all the faireft Virgins in Madrid ; 
Nay, and at laft fell to the worft Debauchery, 
That of frequenting every common Houfe : 
But Souls that feed fo high on Love as mine, 
Muft naufeate coarfer Diet. 
No, I muft love on, and tell her fo,' 
Or I muft live no longer. 

Franc. That methinks you might do even in the Pre- 
fence of Marcel. A Brother is allowed to love a Sifter. 

Silv. But I mail do't in fuch a way, Francifca, 
Be fo tran fported, and fo paffionate, 
I fhall betray what he will ne'er indure. 
And fince our other Sifter, loofe Hippolyta, was loft, 
He does fo guard and watch the fair Cleonte 

Franc. Why, quarrel with him, Sir : you know you 
are fo much dearer to my Lord your Father than he is, 
that fhould he perceive a Difference between ye, he would 
foon difmifs him the Houfe ; and 'twere but Reafon, 
Sir, for I am fure Don Marcel loves you not. 

Silv. That I excufe, fince he the lawful Heir to all my 

Father's 
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Father's Fortunes, fees it every Day ready to be facrific'd 
to me, who can pretend no Title to't, but the unaccoun- 
table Love my Father bears me. 
Franc. Can you diffemble, Sir ? 

Silv. The worft of any Man, but would endeavour 
it, if it could any ways advance my Love. 

Franc. Which I muft find fome way to ruin. [A/ide. 
Then court his Miftrefs. 

Silv. The rich Flavia t / 

Franc. That would not incenfe him, for her he is to 
marry ; but 'tis the fair Clarinda has his Heart. 

Silv. To ac"l a feigned Love, and hide a real one, 
Is what I have already try'd in vain. 
Even fair Clarinda I have courted too, 
In hope that way to banifh from my Soul 
The hopelefs Flame Cleonte kindled there ; 
But 'twas a Shame to fee how ill I did diffemble. 

Franc. Stay, Sir, here comes Marcel. I'll leave you. 

[Exit Francifca. 
Enter Marcel, with a Letter open in his Hand, 
which he kiJJ'es. 
Mar. Kind Meffenger of Love ! Thus, thus a thoufand 
I bid thee welcome from my fair Clarinda. (times 

Thus joyful Bridegrooms, after long Defpair, 
Poffefs the yielding Treafure in their Arms : 
Only thus much the happier Lover I, 
Who gather all the Sweets of this fair Maid 
Without the ceremonious Tie of Marriage ; 
That Tie that does but naufeate the Delight, 
Be far from happy Lovers ; we'll embrace 
As unconnn'd and free as whifpering Air, 
That mingles wantonly with fpreading Flowers. 
Silv. What's all this ? 
Mar. Silvio, the Victory's won. 
The Heart that nicely flood it out fo long, 
Now yields upon Conditions. 
Silv. What VicTory ? or what Heart? 
Mar. I am all Rapture, cannot fpeak it out ; 
My Senfes have carous'd too much of Joys ; 
And like young Drunkards,proud of their newtry'd Strength, 

Have 
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Have made my Pleafure lefs by the excefs. 

Silv. This is wondrous. 
Impart fome of your over-charge to me, 
The Burden lightned will be more fupportable. 

Mar. Read here, and change thy Wonder, when thou 
knowft how happy Man can be. {Gives him a Letter. 

[Silvio reads.] 

Marcel, 

DOrmida will have me tell you what Effecls your 
Vows have made,. and how eafdy they have drawn 
from me a Confent to fee you, as you defir'd, this Night 
in my Chamber : you have fworn to marry me, and Love 
will have me credit you, and then methinks I ought not 
to deny you anything, nor queflion your Virttie. Dormi- 
da will wait to throw you down the Key, when all are 
in Bed, that will conducl you to 

Your Clarinda. 

Silv. Damn her for a Diffembler ! 
Is this the chafte, the excellent Clarinda,^ 
Who whilft I courted, was as cold and nice, 
As a young Nun the day fhe is inverted ? 

Mar. How now Brother ! what difpleafed with it ? 

[Takes the Letter. 

Silv. A little, Sir, to fee another's Happinefs, 
Whilft I, where e'er I pay my Vows and Sighs, 
Get nothing but Difdain ; and yet .this Shape 
And Face I never thought unhandfom. 

Mar. Thefe be the leafl approaches to a Heart ; 
'Tis not dull looking well will do the feat, 
There is a Knack in Love, a critical Minute : 
And Women muft be watcht as Witches are, 
E'er they confefs, and then they yield apace. 
Enter a Boy. 

Boy. Sir, there's without a Servant of Don Alonzd's, 
who fays his Mafler will be here to Night. 

Mar. Alonzo / now I begin to wake 
From Love, like one from fome delightful Dream, 

^VOL. I. K To 
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To reaffume my wonted Cares and Shame. 

1 will not fpeak with him. [Exit Boy. 

Oh Hippolyta / thou poor loft thing Hippolyta / 

How art thou fallen from Honour, and from Virtue, 

And liv'ft in Whoredom with an impious Villain, 

Who in revenge to me has thus betray'd thee. 

Keep thy felf clofer than thou'ft done thy Sin ; 

For if I find thee out, by all that's good, 

Thou hadft more Mercy on thy flaughter'd Honour, 

Than I will have for thee. 

And thou Antonio, thou that haft betray'd her, 

Who till profan'd by thee, was chafte as Shrines, 

And pure as are the Vows are orTer'd there, 

That Rape which thou'fl committed on her Innocence, 

I will revenge as fhall become her Brother. 

{Offers to go out in rage. 

Silv. Stay Marcel, 
I can inform you where thefe Lovers are. 

Mar. Oh tell me quickly then, 
That I may take them in their foul Embraces, 
And fend their fouls to Hell. 

Silv. Laft Night I made a youthful Sally to one of 
thofe Houfes where Love and Pleafure are fold at dearefl 
Rates. 

Mar. A Bordello ; forwards pray. 

Silv. Yes, at the Corner of St. JeronCs ; where after 
feeing many Faces which pleased me not, I would have 
took my leave ; but the Matron of the Houfe, a kind 
of obliging Lady, feeing me fo nice, and of Quality, 
(tho difguis'd) told me fhe had a Beauty, fuch an one as 
had Count d' Olivarez in his height of Power feen, he 
would have purchased at any rate. I grew impatient to 
fee this fine thing, and promised largely : then leading 
me into a Room as gay, and as perfum ; d as an Altar up- 
on a Holy-day, I faw feated upon a Couch of State— 

Mar. Hippolyta! 

Silv. Hippolyta our Sifter, dreft like a Venice Curtezan, 
With all the Charms of a loofe Wanton, 
Singing and playing to her ravifht Lover, 
Who I perceived affifted to expofe her. 

Mar. 
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Mar. Well, Sir, what follow'd ? 

Silv. Surpriz'd at fight of this, I did withdraw, 
And left them laughing at my little Confidence. 

Mar. How ! left them ! and left them living too ! 

Silv. If a young Wench will be gadding, 
Who can help it ? 

Mar. 'S death you mould, were you that half her Brother, 
Which my Father too doatingly believes you. [fnrag'd. 

Silv. How ! do you queftion his Belief, Marcel? 

Mar. I ne'er confider'd it ; be gone and leave me. 

Silv. Am I a Dog that thus you bid me vanifh ? 
What mean you by this Language ? [Co?nes up to him. 
And how dare you upbraid me with my Birth, 
Which know, Marcel, is more illuftrious far 
Than thine, being got when Love was in his reign, 
With all his Youth and Heat about him ? 
I, like the Birds of braveft kind, was hatcht 
In the hot Sun-fhine of Delight ; whilft 
Thou, Marcel, wer't poorly brooded 
In the cold Neft of Wedlock. 

Mar. Thy Mother was fome bafe notorious Strumpet, 
And by her Witchcraft reduc'd my Father's Soul, 
And in return fhe paid him with a Baflard, 
Which was thou. 

Silv. Marcel, thou ly'ft. [Strikes him. 

Mar. Tho 'twere no point of Valour, but of Rafhnefs 
to fight thee, yet IT1 do't. 

Silv. By Heaven, I will not put this Injury up. 

{They fight, Silvio is wounded. 
[Fight again. Enter Ambrofio, and Cleonte be- 
tween ; Silvio/alls into the Arms of Cleonte. 

Amb. Hold ! I command you hold ; 
Ah Traitor to my Blood, what haft thou done ? 

[To Marcel, who kneels and lays his Sword at his Feet. 

Silv. In fair Cleonte's Arms ! 
O I could kifs the Hand that gives me death, 
So I might thus expire. 

Mar. Pray hear me, Sir, before you do condemn me. 

Amb. I will hear nothing but thy Death pronounc'd, 
Since thou haft wounded him, if it be mortal. 

K 2 Have 
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Have I not charged thee on thy Life, Marcel, • 

Thou fhouldft not hold Difcourfe with him of any kind ? 

Mar. I did forefee my Fate, but could not Ihun it. 

{Takes his Sword and goes out. 

Amb. What ho ! Bifcay, a Surgeon ; on your Lives a 
Surgeon ; where be thefe Rafcals ? [Goes out. 

Silv. I would not have a Surgeon fearch my wound 
With rude and heavy Hands : 
Yours, fair Cleonte, can apply the Balfam 
Far more fuccefsfully, 

For they are foft and white as Down of Swan, 
And every Touch is fovereign. 

Cleo. But I mould die with looking on your W T ounds. 

Silv. And I mall die unlefs you cure them, Sifter. 

Cleo. With the expence of mine to fave your Life, 
Is both my Wifh and Duty. 

Silv. I thank you, pretty Innocence. [Leads him in. 

SCENE III. A Grove. 

Dif covers Euphemia veiPd, walking alone. 

Eitph. Olinda flays long ; I hope fhe has overtook the 
Cavalier. Lord, how I am concerned ; if this mould be 
Love now, I were in a fine condition, at leaft if he be 
married, or a Lover : Oh that I fear : hang me, if it 
has not diforder'd me all over. But fee, where fhe comes 
with him too. 

Enter Olinda and Alonzo. 

Olin. Here he is, Madam, I hope 'tis the right Man. 

A Ion. Madam, you fee what hafte I make to obey your 
kind Commands. 

Euph. 'Twas as kindly done, Sir ; but I fear when you 
know to what end 'tis, you'll repent your Hafte. 

A Ion. 'Tis very likely ; but if I do, you are not the 
firft of your Sex that has put me to Repentance : But lift 
up your Veil, and if your Face be good — 

[Offers to lift up her Veil. 

Euph. Stay, you're too hafty. 

A Ion. Nay, let's have fair Play on both fides, I'll hide 
nothing from you. [Offers again. 

Euph. 
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Euph. I have a Queftion or two to ask you firfl. 

A Ion. I can promife nothing till I fee my Reward. I 
am a bafe Bartered here's one for t'other ; you faw your 
Man and like him, and if I like you when I fee you — 

[Offers again. 

Eufth. But if you do not, mull all my liking be cafi 
away ? 

A Ion. As for that, trull to my good Nature ; a frank 
Wench has hitherto taken me as much as Beauty. And 
one Proof you have already given of that, in this kind In- 
vitation : come, come, do not lofe my little new-gotten 
good Opinion of thee, by being coy and peevifh. 

[Offers again. 

Euph. You're flrangely impatient, Sir. 

A Ion. O you fhould like me the better for that, 'tis a 
fign of Youth and Fire. 

Ettph. But, Sir, before I let you fee my Face 

A Ion. I hope I mufl not promife you to like it. 

Euph. No, that were too unreafonable, but I mufl 
know whether you are a Lover. 

A Ion. What an idle Queflion's that to a brisk young 
Fellow ? A Lover ! yes, and that as often as I fee a new 
Face. 

Euph. That I'll allow. 

A Ion. That's kindly faid ; and now do I find I fhall 
be in love with thine as foon. as I fee't, for I am half fo 
with thy Humour already. 

Euph. Are you not married, Sir ? 

A Ion. Married ! 

Euph. Now I dread his Anfwer. [AJide.] Yes, married. 

A Ion. Why, I hope you make no Scruple of Confci- 
ence, to be kind to a married Man. 

Euph. Now do I find, you hope I am a Curtezan that 
come to bargain for a Night or two ; but if I poffefs you, 
it mufl be for ever. 

A Ion. For ever let it be then. Come let's begin on 
any Terms. 

Euph. I cannot blame you, Sir, for this miflake, 
fince what I've rafhly done, has given you caufe to think 
I am not virtuous. 
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A Ion. Faith, Madam, Man is a flrange ungovern'd 
thing ; yet I in the whole courfe of my Life have taken 
the befl care I could, to make as few Miftakes as poffible : 
and treating all Women-kind alike, we feldom err ; for 
where we find one as you profefs to be, we happily light 
on a hundred of the fociable and reafonable fort. 

Eufth. But fure you are fo much a Gentleman, that you 
may be convinced ? 

A Ion. Faith, if I be miftaken, I cannot devife what 
other ufe you can make of me. 

Eupk. In fhort this ; I mufl leave you inflantly ; and 
will only tell you I am the fole Daughter of a rich Parent, 
young, and as I am told not unhandfom ; I am contracted 
to a Man I never faw, nor I am fure fhall not like when 
I do fee, he having more Vice and Folly than his Fortune 
will excufe, tho a great one ; and I had rather die than 
marry him. 

A Ion. I underftand you, and you would have me dif- 
patch this Man. 

Eufth. I am not yet fo wicked. The Church is the on- 
ly place I am allowed to go to, and till now could never 
fee the Man that was perfectly agreeable to me : Thus 
veiFd, Fll venture to tell you fo. 

Alon. What the Devil will this come to? her Mien 
and Shape are flrangely graceful, and her Difcourfe is free 
and natural. What a damn'd Defeat is this, that fhe 
mould be honeft now ? [Afide. 

Eufth. Well, Sir, what Anfwer ? I fee he is uneafy. 

[Afide. 

Alon. Why, as I was faying, Madam, I am a Stranger. 

Eufth. I like you the better for that. 

Alon But, Madam, I am a Man unknown, unowned 
in the World ; and much unworthy the Honour you do 

me — Would I were well rid of her, and yet I find a 

damnable Inclination to flay too. [Afide, 

Will nothing but Matrimony ferve your turn, Madam? 
Pray ufe a young Lover as kindly as you can. 

Eufth. Nothing' but that will do, and that mufl be 
done. 

Alon. Mufl ! 'slife this was the firfl of her Sex that 
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ever was before-hand with me, and yet that I mould be 
forc'd to deny her too. [Afcde. 

Eufth. I fear his anfwer, Olinda. [Afcde. 

Olin. At leaft 'tis but making a Difcovery of your 
Beauty, and then you have him hire. 

Alon. Madam, 'tis a matter of Moment, and requires 
Deliberation ; befides I have made a kind of- Promife — 

Eufth. Never to marry ? 

Alon. No, faith, 'tis not fo well : But fmce now I find 
we are both in hade, I am to be marry'd. 

Eufih. This I am hire is an Excufe ; but I'll fit him 
for't. [Afcde, 

To be marry'd faid you ? That Word has kilPd me, Oh 
I feel it drill 

Thro the deep Wound his Eyes have lately made : 
; Twas much unkind to make me hope fo long. 

[She leans on Olinda, as if fie fwooned, who pulls 
off her Veil : he /lands gazing at a Diftance. 

Olin. Sure fhe does but counterfeit, and now I'll play 
my Part. Madam, Madam 1 

Alon. What wondrous thing is that ! I mould not 
look upon't, it changes Nature in me. 

Olin. Have you no pity, Sir ? Come nearer pray. 

Alon. Sure there's Witchcraft in that Face, it never 
could have feiz'd me thus elfe, I have loved a thoufand 
times, yet never felt fuch joyful Pains before. 

Olin. She does it rarely. What mean you, Sir ? 

Alon. I never was a Captive to this Hour. 
If in her Death fuch certain Wounds fhe give, 
What Mifchiefs fhe would do, if fhe fhould live ! 
Yet fhe mufl live, and live that I may prove 
Whether this ftrange Diforder here be Love. 
Divine, divinefl Maid. {Kneels. 

Olind. Come nearer, Sir, you'll do a Lady no good at 
that Diftance. Speak to her, Sir. 

[He rifes and comes to her, gazing JlilL 

Alon. I know not what to fay, 
I am unus'd to this foft kind of Language : 
But if there be a Charm in Words, and fuch 
As may conjure her to return again ; 
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Prithee inflrudl me in them, Til fay any thing, do any 
thing, and fuffer all the Wounds her Eyes can give. 

Euph. Sure he is real. [Afcde. 

Alas ! I am difcover'd ; how came my Veil off ? 

[She pretends to recover, and wonder that her Veil is off. 

A Ion. That you have let me fee that lovely Face, 
May move your Pity, not your Anger, Madam ; 
Pity the Wounds it has made, pity the Slave, 
Who till this Moment boafled of his Freedom. 

Euph. May I believe all this ? for that we eafily do in 
things we wifh. 

Alon. Command me things impoffible to all Senfe but 
a Lover's, I will do't : to fhew the Truth of this, I 
could even give you the laft proof of it, and take you at 
your Word, to marry you. 

Euph. O wondrous Reformation ! marry me ! 

[Laughs. 

Alon. How, do you mock my Grief? 

Euph. What a ftrange diffembling thing is Man ! To 
put me off too, you were to be married. 

Alon. Hah, I had forgot Hippo lyta. [Hejlarts. 

Euph. See Olinda, the Miracle increafes, he can be 
ferious too. How do you, Sir? 

Alon. ; Tis you have robb'd me of my native Humour, 
I ne'er could think till now. 

Euph. And to what purpofe was it now ? 

Alon. Why, Love and Honour were at odds within 
me. 
And I was making Peace between them. 

Euph. How fell that out, Sir ? 

Alon. About a pair of Beauties ; Women, 
That fet the whole World at odds. 
She that is Honour's Choice I never faw, 
And Love has taught me new Obedience here. 

Euph. What means he ? I fear he is in earnefl. [Afcde. 

Olin. 'Tis nothing but his Averfion to Marriage, which 
molt young Men dread now-a-days. 

Euph. I mull have this Stranger, or I mull die ; for 
whatever Face I put upon't, I am far gone in Love, but 
I mull hide it. [Afide. 

Well, 
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Well, fmce I have mift my Aim, you mail never boaft me 
Death ; I'll caft my felf away upon the next handfom 
young Fellow I meet, tho I die for't ; and fo farewell to 
you, loving Sir. {Offers to go. 

Alon. Stay, do not marry, as you efteem the Life of 
him that mail poffefs you. 

Euph. Sure you will not kill him. 

Alon. By Heaven I will. 

Euph. O I'll truft you, Sir : Farewel, farewel. 

Alon. You Ihall not go in triumph thus, 
Unlefs you take me with you. 

Euph. Well, fmce, you are fo refolv'd (and fo in love) 
Pll give you leave to fee me once more at a Houfe at the 
Corner of St. Jeromes, where this Maid mail give you 
Entrance. 

Alon. Why, that's generoufly faid. 

Euph. As foon as ? tis dark you may venture. 

Alon. Till then will be an Age, farewel fair Saint, 
To thee and all my quiet till we meet. {Exeunt. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

The Street. 

Enter Marcel in a Cloak alone. 
Mar. nr* H E Night comes on, and offers me two 

X Pleafures, 
The leaft of which would make another bleft, 
Love and Revenge : but I, whilfl I difpute 
Which Happinefs to chufe, neglect them both. 
The greatefl Blifs that Mankind can poffefs, 
Perfuades me this way to my fair Clarinda : 
But tyrannick Honour 
Prefents the Credit of my Houfe before me, 
And bids me firfl redeem its fading Glory, 
By facrincing that falfe Woman's Heart 
That has undone his Fame. 
But flay, Oh Confcience, when I look within, 
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And lay my Anger by, I find that Sin 
Which I would Punifh in Antonio's Soul, 
Lie nourifh'd up in mine without Controul. 
To fair Clarinda fuch a Siege I lay, 
As did that Traitor to Hippolyta ; 
Only Hippolyta a Brother has, 
Clarinda none to punifh her Difgrace : 
And 'tis more Glory the defenc'd to win, 
Than 'tis to take unguarded Virtue in. 
I either muft my fhameful love relign, 
Or my more brave and juft revenge decline. 

Enter Alonzo drefl, with Lovis, Marcel flays. 

Alon. But to be thus in love, is't not a Wonder Louis ? 

Lov. No, Sir, it had been much a greater, if you had 
ftayM a Night in Town without being fo ; and I fhall fee 
this Wonder as often as you fee a new Face of a pretty 
Woman. 

Alon. I do not fay that I fhall lofe all Paffion for the 
fair Sex hereafter ; but on my Confcience, this amiable 
Stranger has given me a deeper Wound than ever I re- 
ceived from any before. 

Lov. Well, you remember the Bargain. 

Alon. What Bargain ? 

L.ov. To communicate ; you underfland. 

Alon. There's the Devil on't, fhe is not fuch a Prize : 
Oh were fhe not honeft, Friend ! \Hugs him. 

Lov. Is it fo to do ? What, you pretend to be a Lo- 
ver, and fhe honeft, now only to deprive me of my Part : 
remember this, Alonzo. 

Mar. Did not I hear Alonzo nam'd ? \Aflde. 

Alon. By all that's good I am in earnefl, Friend ; 
Nay thy own Eyes fhall convince thee 
Of the Power of hers. 
Her Veil fell off, and fhe appear'd to me, 
Like unexpected Day, from out a Cloud ; 
The loft benighted Traveller 
Sees not th' Approach of the next Morning Sun 
With more tranfported Joy, 
Than I this ravifhing and unknown Beauty. 

Lov. 
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Lov. Hey day ! What Stuffs here ? Nay, now I fee 
thou art quite gone indeed. 

Alon. I fear it. Oh had fne not been honeft ! 
What Joy, what Heaven of Joys fhe would diftribute ! 

With fuch a Face, and Shape, a Wit, and Mein 

But as fhe is, I know not what to do. 

Lov. You cannot marry her. 

Alon. I would not willingly, tho I think I'm free : 
For Pedro went to Marcel to tell him I was arriv'd, and 
would wait on him ; but was treated more like a Spy, 
than a Meffenger of Love : They fent no Anfwer back, 
which I tell you, Lovis, angers me : 'twas not the Enter- 
tainment I expected from my brave Friend Marcel. But 
now I am for the fair Stranger who by this expects me. 

Mar. ; Tis Alonzo. Oh how he animates my Rage, 
and turns me over to Revenge, upon Hippolyta and her 
falfe Lover ! [Afide. 

Lov. Who's this that walks before us ? [They go out. 

Alon. No matter who. 

Mar. I am follow'd. [ They enter again. 

Lov. See he flops. [Marcel looks back. 

Alon. Let him do what he pleafe, we will out-go him. 

{They go out. 

Lov. This Man whoe'er he be flill follows us. 

Alon. I care not, nothing mail hinder my Defign, I'll 
go tho I make my Paffage thro his Heart. 

[ They enter at another Door, he follows. 

Lov. See he advances, pray fland by a little. 

[They Jlandby. 

Mar. Sure there's fome Trick in this, but I'll not fear it. 
This is the Street, and hereabout's the Houfe. 

[Looks about. 
This muft be it, if I can get admittance now. [Knocks. 
Enter Olinda with a Light. 

Olin. O, Sir, are you come ? My Lady grew impatient. 

[They go in. 

Mar. She takes me for fome other : This is happy. 

[Afcde. 

Alon. Gods ! is not that the Maid that firfl conducted 
me to the fair thing that rob'd me of my Heart ? 

Lov. 
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Lov. I think it is. 

A Ion. She gives admittance to another Man. 
All Women-kind are falfe, I'll in and tell her fo. 

{Offers to go. 
Lov. You are too rafh, 'tis dangerous. 
A Ion. I do defpife thy Counfel, let me go. 
Lov. If you are refolv'd, I'll run the Hazard with you. 

SCENE II. They both go in, the Scene 
changes to a Chamber. 

Enter fro?n one fide Olinda, lighting in Marcel muffled 
as before in his Cloke, from the other Antonio leading 
in Euphemia veiPd. 
Mar. By Heavens 'tis fhe : Vile Strumpet ! 

[Throws off his Cloke, -and ' fnatches her from him. 
Euph. Alas, this is not he whom I expected. 
Anto. Marcel! I had rather have encountered my evil 
Angel than thee. {Draws. 

Mar. I do believe thee, bafe ungenerous Coward. 

{Draws. 

[They fight. Marcel difarms Antonio, by wounding 

his Hand. Enter Alonzo, goes betwixt them, 

and with his Sword drawn oppofes Marcel, who 

is going to kill Antonio ; Lovis follows him. 

Alon. Take Courage, Sir. 

[To Antonio, who goes out mad. 
Mar. Prevented ! whoe'er thou be'ft, 
It was unjuftly done, 
To fave his Life who merits Death, by a more fhameful 

way. 
But thank the Gods fhe ftill remains to meet 
That Punifhment that's due to her foul Luft. 

[Offers to rim at her, Alonzo goes between. 
Alon. 'Tis this way you muft make your Paffage then. 
Mar. What art thou, that thus, a fecond time 
DarTt interpofe between Revenge and me ? 

Alon. 'Tis Marcel! What can this mean ? [Afcde. 

Dofl not thou know me Friend ? look on me well. 

Mar. 
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Mar. Alonzo here ! Ah I fhall die with fhame. [Aflde. 
As thou art my Friend, remove from that bad Woman, 
Whofe Sins deferve no fancluary. 

Eufih. What can he mean ? I dare not fhew my Face. 

[Aflde. 

A Ion. I do believe this Woman is a falfe one, 
But ftill fhe is a Woman, and a fair one : 
I would not fuffer thee to injure her, 
Tho I believe fhe has undone thy quiet, 
As. fhe has lately mine. 

Mar. Why doft thou know it then ? 
Stand by, I fhall forget thou art my Friend elfe, 
And thro thy Heart reach hers. 

Alon. Nothing but Love could animate him thus, 
He is my Rival. [Afide. 

Marcel, I will not quit one inch of Ground ; 
Do what thou dar'ft, for know I do adore her, 
And thus am bound by Love to her Defence. 

[Offers to fight Marcel, who retires in wonder. 

Euph. Hold noble Stranger, hold. 

Mar. Have you fuch Pity on your Lover there ? 

[Offers to kill her, Alonzo flays him. 

Euph. Help, help. [Her Veil falls off. 

Enter Hippolyta dreft like a Curtezan : Sees Marcel. 

Hip. Oh Gods, my Brother ! in pity, Sir, defend me 
From the jufl Rage of that incenfed Man. 

[Runs behind Lovis, whilfl Marcel flands 
gazing on both with wonder. 

Lov. I know not the meaning of all this, but 
However Til help the Lady in Diftrefs. 
Madam, you're fafe, whilfl I am your Protector. 

[Leads her out. 

Mar. IVe loft the Power of flriking where I ought, 
Since my mifguided hand fo lately err^d. 
Oh Rage, dull fenfelefs Rage, how blind and rude it 

makes us. 
Pardon fair Creature my unruly Paffion, 
And only blame that Veil which hid that Face, 
Whofe Innocence and Beauty had difarm'd it : 

I 
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I took you for the moil perfidious Woman, 
The falfefl loofefl thing. 

Alon. How ! are you a Stranger to her? 

Mar. Yes I am. Have you forgiven me, Madam ? 

Euph. Sir, I have. [Marcel bows and offers to go out. 

Alon. Stay Friend, and let me know your Quarrel. 

Mar. Not for the World, Alonzo. 

Alon. This is unfriendly, Sir. 

Mar. Thou dofl delay me from the nobleft Deed, 
On which the Honour of my Houfe depends, 
A Deed which thou wilt curfe thy felf for hindring. 
Farewel. [Goes out. 

Alon. What can the meaning of this be ? 

Euph. Oh do not ask, but let us quickly leave this 
dangerous Place. 

Alon. Does it not belong to you ? 

Euph. No, but you would like me the better if it did : 
for, Sir, it is a 

Alon. Upon my Life a Baudy-houfe. 

Euph. So they call it. 

Alon. You do amaze me. 

Euph. Truth is, not daring to trufl my Friends or Re- 
lations with a Secret that fo nearly concern ? d me, as the 
meeting you and hearing of a new come Curtezan liv- 
ing in this Houfe, I fent her word I would make her a 
Vifit, knowing fhe would gladly receive it from a Maid 
of my Quality : When I came, I told her my Bufmefs, 
and very frankly fhe orTer'd me her Houfe and Service — 
Perhaps you'll like me the worfe for this bold Venture, 
but when you confider my promis'd Husband is every 
day expecled, you will think it but jufl to fecure my felf 
any way. 

Alon. You could not give me a greater proof than this 
of what you fay, you blefs me with your Love. 

Euph. I will not queflion but you are in earneft ; at 
leaft if any doubt remain, thefe will refolve it. 

[Gives him a Letter. 

Alon. What are thefe, Madam ? 

Euph. Letters, Sir, intercepted from the Father of my 
defign'd Husband out of Flanders to mine. 

Alon. 
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A Ion. What ufe can I make of them ? 

Euph. Only this : Put your felf into an Equipage very 
ridiculous, and pretend you are my foolifh Lover arrived 
from Flanders, call your felf Haunce van Ezel, and give 
my Father thefe, as for the reft I'll truft your Wit. 

A Ion. What mail I fay or do now ? [Afide. 

Euphi Come, come, no ftudy, Sir ; this muft be done, 
and quickly too, or you will lofe me. 

Alon. Two great Evils ! if I had but the Grace to chufe 
the leafl now, that is, lofe her. [A fide. 

Euph. Ill give you but to nightjjto confider it. 

Alon. Short warning this : but 1 am damnably in love, 
and cannot withftand Temptation. \Kiffes her Hand. 

Euph. I had forgot to tell you my Name's Etcphemia, 
my Father's youll find on the Letters, and pray fhow your 
Love in your hafle. Farewel. 

Alon. Stay fair Euphemia, and let me pay my Thanks, 
and tell you that I muft obey you. 

Etcph. I give a Credit where I give a Heart. 
Go inquire my Birth and Fortune : as for you, 
I am content with what I fee about you. 

Alon. That's bravely faid, nor will I ask one Quesftion 
about you, not only to return the Bounty, but to avoid 
all things that look like the Approaches to a married Life. 
If Fortune will put us together, let her e'en provide 
for us. 

Euph. I muft be gone : Farewel, and pray make 
hafte. [Looks kindly on him. 

Alon. There's no refifting thofe Looks, Euphemia : 
One more to fortify me well ; for I fliall have need of 
every Aid in this Cafe. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Antonio in hajle with Hippolyta ; weeping as 
paffmg over the Stage. 
Ant. Come let us hafte, I fear we are purfu'd. 
Hip. Ah whither fhall we fly ? 

Ant. We are near the Gate, and muft fecure our felves 
with the Darknefs of the Night in St. Peter's Grove, we 

dare 
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dare not venture into any Houfe. [Exeunt. 

Enter Clarinda and Dormida above in the Balcony. 

Clar. Can'ft thou not fee him yet ? 

Dorm. Good lack a-day, what an impatient thing is a 
young Girl in love ! 

Clar. Nay, good Dormida, let not want of Sleep make 
thee tefly. 

Dorm. In good time are you my Governefs, or I 

yours, that you are giving me Inftrucldons ? Go get you 
in, or I fhall lay down my Office. 

Clar. Nay, wait a little longer, I'm fure he will come. 

Dorm. You fure ! you have wondrous Skill indeed 
in the Humours of Men : how came you to be fo well 
acquainted with them ? you fcarce ever faw any but Don 
Marcel, and him too but thro a Grate or Window, 
or at Church ; and yet you are fure. I am a little the 
elder of the two, and have managed as many Intrigues 
of this kind as any Woman, and never found a conftant 
juft Man, as they fay, of a thoufand ; and yet you are 
fure. 

Clar. Why, is it poffible Marcel mould be falfe ? 

Dorm. Marcel! No, no, Sweet-heart, he is that Man 
of a thoufand. 

Clar. But if he mould, you have undone me, by tel- 
ling me fo many pretty things of him. 

Dorm. Still you queftion my ability, which by no means 
Lean indure ; get you in I fay. 

Clar. Do not fpeak fo loud, you will wake my Mo- 
ther. 

Dorm. At your Inflructions again ; do you queftion 
my Conduct and Management of this Affair ? Go watch 
for him your felf : I'll have no more to do with you 
back nor edge. {Offers to go. 

Clar. Will you be fo barbarous to leave me to my 
felf, after having made it your Bufmefs this three Months 
to follicit a Heart which was but too ready to yield before; 
after having fworn to me how honourable all his Intents 
were ; nay, made me write to him to come to night ? 
And now when I have done this, and am all trembling 
with fear and fhame (and yet an infinite Defire to fee him 

too) 



The Dutch Lover. 209 

too) [Sighs] thou wilt abandon me : go, when fuch as 
you oblige, 'tis but to be infolent with the more freedom. 

Dorm. What, you are angry I'll warrant. [Smiles. 

Clar. I will punifh my felf to pay thee back, and will 
not fee Marcel. 

Dorm. What a pettifh Fool is a Maid in love at fifteen ! 
how unmanageable ! But I'll forgive all — go get you in, 
Pll watch for your Lover ; I would not have you difoblige 
a Man of his Pretentions and Quality for all the World. 

[Clarinda goes in. 
Enter Alonzo below. 

Alon. Now do I want Lovis extremely, to confult with 
him about this Bufmefs : For I am afraid the Devil, or 
Love, or both are fo great with me, that I mull marry 
this fair Inchantrefs, which is very unlucky ; but, fince 
Ambrofw and Marcel refufe to fee me, I hold my felf no 
longer ingag'd in Honour to Hippolyta. 

Dorm, [above.] Whift, whift, Sir, Sir. 

Alon. Who's there ? 

Dor. 'Tis I, your Servant, Sir ; oh you are a fine Spark, 
are you not, to make fo fair a Creature wait fo long for 
you? there, there ? s the Key, open the Door foftly and 
come in. [Throws him down a Key in a Handkerchief. 

Alon. What's this ? But I'll ask no Queftions ; fo fair 
a Creature, faid fhe? Now if 'twere to fave my Life 
cannot I forbear, I muft go in : Shou'd Euphemia know 
this, fhe would call it Levity and Inconftancy ; but I 
plead Neceffity, and will be judg'd by the amorous Men, 
and not the jealous Women : For certain this Lady, who- 
e'er fhe be, defigns me a more fpeedy Favour than I can 
hope from Euphemia, and on eafier Terms too. This is 
the Door that muft conduct to the languifhing Venus. 

[Opens the Door and goes in, leaving it unjhut. 
Enter Marcel with his Sword drawn. 

Mar. Thus far I have purfu'd the Fugitives, 
Who by the help of hafly Fear and Night, 
Are got beyond my Power ; unlucky Accident ! 
Had I but kill'd Antonio, or Hippolyta, 
Either had made my Shame fupportable. 
But tho I have mift the Pleafure of Revenge, 

* V o L. I. I 
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I will not that of Love. 

One Look from fair Clarinda will appeafe 

The Madnefs which this Difappointment rais'd. 

[ Walks looking towards the Window. 
None appears yet : Dormida was to throw me down the 
Key. The Door is open, left fo to give me entrance. 

[Goes to the Door. 

SCENE IV. Changes to a dark Hall. 

Dif covers Alonzo groping about in the Hall. 
A Ion. Now am I in a worfe Condition than before, 
can neither advance nor retreat : I do not like this grop- 
ing alone in the Dark thus. Whereabouts am I ? I dare 
not call : were this fair thing fhe fpoke of but now half 
fo impatient as I, fhe would bring a Light, and conduct 
me. 

Enter Marcel. 
Mar. 'Tis wondrous dark. 

Alon. Hah, a Man's Voice that way ; that's not fo well : 
it may be fome Lover, Husband, or Brother ; none of 
which are to be trufled in this Cafe, therefore Til ftand 
upon my Guard. 

[Draws : Marcel co?ning towards him jojlles him. 
Mar. Who's there ? 
Alon. A Man. 

Mar. A Man ! none fuch inhabit here. [Draws. 

Thy Bufmefs ? 

Alon. This fhall anfwer you, fmce there's no other way. 

[They fight, Alonzo wounds Marcel, who fights him to 

the Door ; Alonzo goes out, Marcel gropes to follow. 

Mar. This is not jufl, ye Gods, to punifh me, and 

let the Traytor 'fcape unknown too : Methought 'twas 

Silvio's Voice, or elfe a fudden thought of Jealoufy come 

into my Head would make me think fo. 

Enter Clarinda and Dormida with Light. 
Clar. I tell you I did hear the noife of fighting. 
Dor. Why, between whom mould it be ? I'll be fworn 
Marcel came in alone. 

Clar. 



The Dutch Lover. 211 

Clar. Marcel ! and wounded too ! oh I'm loll. 

[Sees him, weeps. 

Mar. Keep your falfe Tears to bathe your Lover's 
Wounds. 

For I perhaps have given him fome Thou old Affift- 

ant to her Lull, whofe greateft Sin is wilhing, tell me 
who 'twas thou didft procure for her. 

[In rage to Dormida. 

Dorm. Alas ! I cannot imagine who it mould be, un- 
lefs Don Silvio, who has fometimes made Addreffes to 
her : But oh the Houfe is up, Madam we are undone : 
let's fly for Heavens fake. 

Clar. Oh Marcel, can you believe [A Noife. 

Dorm, Come, come, I'll not be undone for your 
Fiddle-faddles ; I'll lay it all on you, if I be taken. 

[Pulls out Clarinda. 

Mar. Sot that I was, I could not guefs at this to day, 
by his Anger at the Letter I foolilhly Ihew'd him ; he is 
my Rival, and 'tis with him Ihe's fled ; and I'll endeavour 
to purfue them. [Offers to go. 

But oh my Strength complies with their Defign, and 
lhamefully retires to give them leave to play their amorous 
Game out. [Goes faintly out. 

SCENE V. Changes to the Street. Dis- 
covers Alonzo alone. 

A Ion. This Act of mine was ralh and ill-natur'd, 
And I cannot leave the Street with a good Confcience, 
Till I know what mifchief I have done. 

Enter Dormida and Clarinda. 
Hah, Ladies from the fame Houfe I thefe are Birds that 
I have frighted from their Nells I am fure : I'll proffer 
my Service to them. 

Dorm. Why do not you make more hafle ? 

Clar. How can fhe go, whofe Life is left behind ? 
Befides, I know not whither we Ihould go. 
Ye Powers that guard the Innocent, protect us. 

Alon. 
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A Ion. Thefe mull be fome whom I have injured. 
Ladies you feem as in diflrefs. 

Dorm. Oh, Sir, as you are a Gentleman, affift a pair 
of Virgins. 

Alon. What's this, a mumping Matron ? I hope the 
other's young, or I have offerM my Service to little pur- 
pofe. 

Clar. Sir, if you will have the Charity to affift us, 
Do it fpeedily, we fhall be very grateful to you. 

Alon. Madam, I will, but know not where to carry 
ye : my Lodging is in an Inn, and is neither fafe nor ho- 
nourable : but Fortune dares no lefs than protect the Fair, 
and I'll venture my Life in your Protection and Service. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter Marcel faintly. 

Mar. Stay Traytor, flay — oh they are out of fight, 
But may my Curfe overtake them in their flight. {Exit. 

SCENE VI. Chamber of Cleonte. 

She is difcovefd in her Night-Gown, at a Table, as un- 
dreffmg, Francifca by her. 

Cleo. Francifca, thou art dull to Night, [Sighs. 

Fran. You will not give me leave to talk. 

Cleo. Not thy way indeed, haft thou no Stories but of 
Love, and of my Brother Silvio ? 

Fran. None that you wilh to hear : But 111 do what 
you pleafe, fo you will not oblige me to figh for you. 

Cleo. Then prithee ting to me. 

Fran. What Song, a merry, or a fad ? 

Cleo. Pleafe thy own Humour, for then thoult fmg 
beft. 

Fran. Well, Madam, I'll obey you, and pleafe mv 
felf. 

SINGS. 

Amyntas led me to a Grove, 

Where all the Trees did fhade us ; 
The Sun it felf tho it hadflrove, 

Yet could not have betray d us. 

The 
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The place fecure from human Eyes, 

No other fear allows, 
But when the Winds that gently rife 

Do kifs the yielding Boughs. 

Down there we fat upo7i the Mofs, 

And did begin to play 
A thoufand wanton Tricks ; to pafs 

The Heat of all the Day. 
A many Kiffes he did give, 

And I returned the fame : 
Which made me willing to receive 

That which I dare not name. 

His charming Eyes no aid required, 

To tell their amorous Tale ; 
On her that was already fir 'd, 

y Twas eafy to prevail. 
He did but kifs and clafp me round, 

, Whilfl they his thoughts exprefl, 
And laid me gently on the Ground ; 

Oh I who can guefs the reft ? 

After the Song, enter Silvio all undrefl, gazing wildly oh 
Cleonte ; his Arm ty'd up. 

Cleo. My Brother Silvio, at this late hour, and in my 
Lodgings too ! How do you, Sir ? are you not well ? 

Silv. Oh, why did Nature give me being ? 
Or why create me Brother to Cleonte? [Aflde. 

Or give her Charms, and me the fenfe to adore J em? 

Cleo. Dear Brother [Goes to him. 

Silv. Ah Cleonte — [Takes her by the Hand and gazes. 

Cleo. What would you, Sir ? 

Silv. I am not well 

Cleo. Sleep, Sir, will give you eafe. 

Silv. I cannot fleep, my Wounds do rage and burn fo, 
as they put me pafl all power of reft. 

Cleo. We'll call your Surgeon, Sir. 

Silv. He can contribute nothing to my Cure, 
But I mufl owe it all to thee, Cleonte. 

Cleo. 
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Cleo. Inftru6l me in the way, give me your Arm, 
And I will bathe it in a thoufand Tears, 

[Goes to untie his Arm. 
And breathe fo many Sighs into your Wound 

Silv. Let that flight hurt alone, and fearch this— here. 

[To his Heart. 

Cleo. How ! are you wounded there, 
And would not let us know it all this while ? 

Silv. I durft not tell you, but defign'd to fuffer, 
Rather than trouble you with my Complaints ; 
But now my Pain is greater than my Courage. 

Fran. Oh, he will tell her, that he loves her fure. 

[Afide. 

Cleo. Sit down and let me fee't. 

[He fits down, Jhe puts her Hand into his Bofom. 

Fran. Oh foolifh Innocence [Afide. 

Cleo. You have deceived me Brother, here's no Wound. 

Silv. Oh take away your Hand 

It does increafe my Pain, and wounds me deeper. 

Cleo. No, furely, Sir, my Hand is very gentle. 

Silv. Therefore it hurts me Sifter ; the very thoughts 
Of Touches by fo foft and fair a Hand, 
Playing about my Heart, are not to be indur'd with Life. 

[Rifes in fiajjion. 

Cleo. Alas, what means my Brother ? 

Silv. Can you not guefs, fair Sifter ? have my Eyes 
So ill expreft my Soul ? or has your Innocence 
Not fuffer'd you to underftand my Sighs ? 
Have then a thoufand Tales, which I have told you, 
Of broken Hearts, and Lovers Languifhments, 
Not ferv'd to tell you, that I did adore you ? 

Cleo. Oh let me ftill remain in Innocence, 
Rather than fin fo much to underftand you. 

Fran. I can endure no more [Goes out. 

Silv. Can you believe it Sin to love a Brother ? it is 
not fo in Nature. 

Cleo. Not as a Brother, Sir ; but otherwife, 
It is, by all the Laws of Men and Heaven. 

Silv. Sifter, fo ; tis that we fhould do no Murder, 
And vet you daily kill, and I, among the number 

Of 
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Of your Viclims, mull charge you with the fin of kil- 
ling me, a Lover, and a Brother. 

Cleo. What would you have me do ? 

Silv. Why — I would have thee — do — I know not 

what 

Still to be with me yet that will not fatisfy ; 

To let me look upon thee flill that's not enough. 

I dare not fay to kifs thee, and imbrace thee ; 
That were to make me wifh — I dare not tell thee what — 
Cleo. I mull not hear this Language from a Brother. 

[She offers to go. 
Silv. What a vile thing's a Brother. 
Stay, take this dagger, and add one Wound more 

[He kneels and offers a Dagger, and holds her by the 
Coat. 
To thofe your Eyes have given, and after that 
You'll find no trouble from my Sighs and Tears. 
Enter Francifca. 
Fran. By this fhe underflands him, curfe on her In- 
nocence, 
'Tis fuel to his flame — [AJide.] Madam, there is below a 
Lady, who defires to fpeak with the Miflrefs of the 
Houfe. 

Cleo. At this hour a Lady ! who can it be ? 
Fran. I know not, but fhe feems of Quality. 
Cleo. Is fhe alone ? 

Fran. Attended by a Gentleman and an old Woman. 
Cleo. Perhaps fome one that needs a kind Affiftance ; 
my Father is in Bed, and I'll venture to know their Bu- 
finefs ; bring her up. 
Fran. 'Twere good you fhould retire, Sir. 

[To Silvio, and Exit. 
Silv. I will, but have a care of me, Cleonte, 

I fear I fhall go mad and fo undo thee : 

Love me but do not let me know't too much. 

[Goes out. 
Enter Francifca with Lights ; followed by Alonzo, Cla- 
rinda, and Dormida : Alonzo gazes on Cleonte a 
while. 
Cleo. I s't me you would command? 

Clar. 
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Clar. I know not what to fay, I am fo diforder'd. 

[Afide. 

Alon. What Troops of Beauties fhe has ! fufficient to 

take whole Cities in Madam, I beg 

[ Takes Clarinda by the Hand, and approaches Cleonte. 

Cleo. What, Sir ? 

Alon. That you would receive into Protection 

Cleo. What pray, Sir ? 

Alon. Would you would give me leave to fay, a Heart 
that your fair Eyes have lately made unfit for its old Quar- 
ters. 

Cleo. I rather think you mean this Lady, Sir. 

[Alonzo looks with wonder on Clarinda. 

Alon. She's heavenly fair too, and has furpriz'd my 
Heart, juft as 'twas going to the other's Bofom, and rob'd 
her at leaft of one half of it. [Afide. 

Clar. Madam, I am a Virgin in diflrefs, 
And by misfortune forc'd to feek a Sanctuary, 
And humbly beg it here. 

Cleo. Intreaties were not made for that fair Mouth : 
Command and be obey'd. 
But, Sir, to whom do you belong ? 

Alon. I belong to a very fair Perfon, 
But do not know her Name. 

Cleo. But what are you, pray, Sir ? 

Aton. Madam, a Wanderer ; a poor loll thing, that 
none will own or pity. 

Cleo. That's fad indeed; but whoe'er you are, fmce 
you belong to this fair Maid, you'll find a Welcome e- 
very where. 

Alon. And if I do not, I am cafhier'd. [Afide. 

Madam, if telling you I am her Brother, 
Can make me more acceptable, 
I mail be yet more proud of the Alliance. 

Cleo. What mull I call your Siller, Sir, when I would 
pay my Duty ? 

Alon. There I am routed again with another hard 
Queftion. [Afide. 

Clar. Madam, my Name's Clarinda. 

Alon. 
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A Ion. Madam, Pll take my leave, and wifh the Heart 
I leave with you to night, may perfuade you to fuffer 
my Vifits to morrow, till when I mall do nothing but 
languifh. 

Cleo. I know not what lofs you have fuffer'd to night ; 
but fmce your fair Sifter's Prefence with us allows it, 
you need not doubt a Welcome. 

A Ion. I humbly thank you, Madam. 

{Kiffes her Hand, and looks amoroufly on Clarinda. 

Fran. Madam, pray retire, for Don Marcel is come 
into the Houfe all bloody, inrag'd againfl fomebody. 

Clar. I am troubled at his Hurt, but cannot fear his 
Rage. Good night, Sir. \1 hey go out. 

A Ion. They are gone ; now had I as much mind to 
have kift the other's Hand, but that 'twas not a Ceremo- 
ny due to a Sifter — What the Devil came into my Head, 
to fay fhe was fo ? nothing but the natural itch of talking 
and lying : they are very fair ; but what's that to me ? 
Euphemia furpaffes both : But a Pox on her terms of 
Marriage, Pll fet that to her Beauty, and then thefe get 
the Day, as far as natural Neceffity goes : But I'll home 
and fleep upon't, and yield to what's moll powerful in 
the Morning. 

To night thefe Strangers do my Heart poffefs, 
But which the greateft fhare, I canot guefs : 
My Fate in Love refembles that in War, 
When the rich Spoil falls to the common fhare. [Goes out. 

S C E N E VII. The Street 

Enter Alonzo, as out of the Houfe, gazing upon it. 
Alon. Sure I fhall know this Houfe again to morrow. 

[To him Lovis. 
Lov. I wonder what mould be become of Alonzo, I 

do not like thefe Night- works of his Who's there ? 

Alon. Lovis! 

Lov. Alonzo ? 

Alon. The fame, where haft thou been ? 

Lov. In fearch of you this two Hours. 

L Alon. 
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A Ion. O, I have been taken up with new Adventures, 
fmce I faw thee ; but prithee what became of thine ? for 
methought it was a likely Woman. 

Lov. Faith, Sir, I thought I had got a Prize ; but a 
Pox on't, when I came into the Street, e'er fhe had re- 
cover'd Breath to tell me who fhe was, the Cavalier you 
refcu'd from Marcel, laid claim to her ; thank'd me for 
her Prefervation, and vanifht. I hope you had better 
luck with your Female, whofe Face I had not the good 
fortune to fee, 

Alon. Not fo good as I could have wifht, for fhe ftands 
flill on her honourable terms. 

Lov. Of Matrimony, ha, ha, a very Jilt, I'll warrant 
her ; Come, come, you fhall fee her no more. 

Alon. Faith, I fear I mufl. 

Lov. To what purpofe ? 

Alon. To perfuade her to Reafon. 

Lov. That you'll foon do, when fhe finds you will not 
bite at t'other Bait. 

Alo?i. The word is, if I fee her again, it mufl be at 
her Father's Houfe ; and fo transform'd from Man to 

Beafl 1 mufl appear like a ridiculous Lover fhe expecls 

out of Flanders. 

Lov. A very Cheat, a trick to draw thee in : be wife 
in time. 

Alon No, on my Confcience fhe's in earnefl, fhe told 
me her Name, and his I am to reprefent. 

Lov. What is't I pray ? 

Alon. Hance van Ezel. 

Lov. Hah ! her Name too, I befeech you ? 

\Impatiently. 

Alon. Eupkemia : and fuch a Creature 'tis 

Lov. 'Sdeath, my Sifter all this while : This has calPd 
up all that's Spaniard in me, and makes me raging mad. 
[A/lde.] But do you love her, Sir ? 

Alon. Mofl defperately, beyond all Senfe or Reafon. 

Lov. And could you be content to marry her ? 

Alon. Any thing but that But thou know'fl my in- 

gagement elfewhere ; and I have hopes that yet fhe'll be 
wife, and yield on more pleafant terms. 

Lov, 
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Lov. I could be angry now ; but 'twere unreafonable 
to blame him for this. [AJlde.] Sir, I believe by your 
Treatment from Ambrofio and Marcel, you may come off 
there eafily. 

Alon. That will not fatisfy my Honour, tho 'twill' my 
Love ; that I have not Hippolyta, I will owe to my own 
Inconftancy, not theirs : befides, this may be a Cheat, as 
you fay. 

Lov. But does Euphemia love you ? 

Alon. Faith, I think fhe has too much Wit to diffem- 
ble, and too much Beauty to need that Art. 

Lov. Then you muft marry her. 

Alon. Not if I can avoid it. 

Lov. I know this Lady, Sir, and know her to be worth 
your Love : I have it in my Power too, to ferve you, if 
you proceed fuddenly, which you mufl do, or lofe her ; 
for this Flandrian Boor your Rival is already arriv'd, and 
defigns to morrow to make his firfl Addrefs to Euphemia. 

Alon. Oh he mufl not, fhall not fee her. 

Lov. How will you hinder him ? 

Alon. With this. [To his Sword.] Where is this 
Rival ? tell me : Conduct me to him flrait ; I find my 
Love above the common rate, and cannot brook this 
Rival. 

Lov. So, this blows the flame His Life will be no 

hindrance to you in this Affair, if you defign to love on. 

Alon. Do'ft know him? 

Lov. Yes, he is a pleafant Original for you to be co- 
py'd by : It is the fame Fop, I told you was to marry 
my Sifter, and who came along with me to Madrid. 

Alon. How ! Euphemia thy Siller? 

Lov. Yes, indeed is fhe, and whom my Father defigns 
to caft away upon this half Man, half Fool ; but I find 
fhe has Wit to make a better Choice : fhe yet knows no- 
thing of my Arrival, and till you refolve what to do, 
fhall not ; and my Dutchman does nothing without me. 

Alon. If thou haft the management of him, he's likely . 
to thrive. 

Lov. But not in his Amour, if you pleafe : In fhort, 

Sir, if you do really love my Sifter, I am content to be 

L 2 fo 
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fo ungracious a Child to contribute to the cheating my Fa- 
ther of this fame hopeful Son he expects, and put you up- 
on him ; but what you do, mufl be Speedily then. 

A Ion. I am obliged to thee for this frank Offer, and 
will be inftructed by thee. 

Lov. If you're refolv'd, I'll warrant you Succefs. 

A Ion. I think I am refolv'd in fpite of all my Inclina- 
tions to Libertinifm. 

Lov. Well, Sir, I'll get you fuch a Suit then, as that 
our. Hero makes his firft approach in, as ridiculoufly gay 
as his Humour, which you mufl affume too. 

A Ion. Content. 

Lov. To night I mufl pay my Duty to my Father, and 
will prepare your way, and acquaint my Sifter with it ; 
'tis but a Frolick if we fucceed not. 

Alon. God-a-mercy Lad, let's about it then e'er we 
fleep, left I change my Refolution before Morning. 

\_Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Houfe of Carlo. 

Enter Alonzo drejl ridiculou/ly, meeting Lovis, they 
laugh at each other. 
Lov.\ J ERY Haunce all over, the Taylor has play'd 
V his part, play but yours as well, and I'll war- 
rant you the Wench. 

Alon. But prithee, why need I act the Fool thus, fince 
Haunce was never feen here ? 

Lov. To make good the Character I always gave of 
him to my Father ; but here he comes, pray be very rude, 
and very impertinent. 

Alon. Lord, Lord, how fhall I look thus damnably 
. fet out, and thus in love ! 

Enter Don Carlo. 
Lov. This, Sir, is Monfieur Haunce, your Son that 

mufl be. 

Alon. 
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A Ion. Befo los manos fignor : Is your Name Don 
Carlo ? and are you the Gravity of this Houfe ? and the 
Father of Donna Etiphemia f and are you 

Car. Sir, I guefs by all thefe your Demands at once, 
your Name to be Myn heer Haunce van Ezel. 

Alon. Your Judgment's good ; but to my Queftions. 

Car. In truth I have forgot them, there were fo many* 

Alon. Are you he who is to be my Father ? 

Car. 'Tis fo negotiated and if all Circumflances 

concur For, Sir, you muft conceive, the Confequence 

of fo grand a Conjunction 

Alon. Lefs of your Compliments, Sir, and more of 
your Daughter, I befeech you, 'Sheart, what a formal 
Coxcomb 'tis. [AJide. 

Lov. Prithee give him way. [AJide, 

Alon. By this Light I'll lofe thy Siller firft ; Why, 
who can indure the grave approaches to the Matter ; 
'Dflife, I would have it as I would my Fate, fudden and 
unexpected. 

Car. Pray, how long have you been landed ? 

Alon. So, now fhall I be plagu'd with nothing but wife 
Queftions, to which I am able to make no Answer. 
[AJide.] Sir, it is your Daughter that I defire to fee im- 
patiently. 

Car. Have you no Letters from my very good Friend 
your Father? 

Alon. What if I have not? cannot I be admitted to 
your Daughter without a Pafs ? 

Car. O lack, Sir 

Alon. But to let you fee I come with full Power, (tho 
I am old enough to recommend my felf) here is my Com- 
miffion for what I do. {Gives him Letters. 

Car. I remember amongft his other Faults, my Son 
writ me word he had Courage : If fo, I fhall confider 
what to do. [Reads.] Sir, I find by thefe your Father's 
Letters, you are not yet arriv'd. 

Alon. I know that, Sir, but I was told I mould exprefs 
my Love in my hafte ; therefore outfailing the Pacquet, 
I was the welcome Meffenger my felf; and fmce I am fo 

forward, I befeech you, Sir 

[Carlo coming to imbrace him. 
L 3 Now 
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Now dare not I proceed, he has fo credulous a confenting 
Face, ^ [AJide. 

Car. Spare your Words, I underltand their meaning ; 
a prudent Man fpeaks leaft, as the Spaniard has it : 
and fince you are fo forward, as you were faying, I fhall 
not be backward ; but as your Father advifeth here, 
haften the uniting of our Families, with all celerity ; for 
delay in thefe Affairs is but to prolong time, as the wife 
Man fays. 

Alon. You are much in the right, Sir. But my Wife, 
I defire to be better acquainted with her. 

Car, She fhall be forth-coming, Sir. Had you a good 
Paffage ? for the Seas and Winds regard no Man's ne- 
ceffity. 

Alon. No, no, a very ill one ; your Daughter, Sir. 

Car. Pray, how long were you at Sea ? 

Alon. Euphemia, Sir, Euphemia, your Daughter. 
This Don's fuller of Queflions than of Proverbs, and that's 
a Wonder. \_Aftde. 

Car. They fay Flanders is a very fine Country, I never 
faw it ; but 

Alon. Nor 'tis no matter, Sir, if you never do, fo I 
faw your Daughter. He'll catechize me home to my 
Dutch Parents by and by, of which I can give him no 
more account than [Aftde. 

Car. Are they as diffatisfied with their new Governour, 
as they were with D on John f for they love change. 

Alon. A Pox of their Government, I tell you I love 
your Daughter. 

Car. I fear 'tis fo, he's valiant ; and what a dangerous 
Quality is that in Spain! 'tis well he's rich. \Afide. 

Lov. Pray, Sir, keep him not long in Difcourfe, the 
Sea has made him unfit for 

Alon. Any thing but feeing my Miftrefs. 

Lov. I'll have mercy upon thee, and fetch her to thee. 

[Ex. Lovis. 

Car. Sir, you mufl know, that we fufifer not our Wo- 
men in Spain to converfe fo frequently with your Sex, 

and that thro a cautious well confider'd prudent 

Confideration. 

Alon. 
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A Ion. But, Sir, do you confider what an impatient 
thing a young Lover is ? Or is it fo long fmce you were 
one your fell, you have forgot it ? 'Tis well he wanted 
Words. [Enter Euphemia and Lovis.] But yonder's 
Euphemia, whofe Beauty is fufficient to excufe every 
Defect in the whole Family, tho each were a mortal 
fin ; and now 'tis impoffible to guard my felf longer 
from thofe fair Eyes. [A fide. 

Car. I mufl not urge him to fpeak much before Eu- 
phemia, left fhe difcover he wants Wit by his much 
Tongue : [Afide. 

There's my Daughter, Sir, go and falute her. 
A Ion. Oh, I thank you for that, Sir. 

[He Jlands ridiculoujly looking on her. 
Car. You mufl be bold, Sir. 

A Ion. Well, Sir, fmce you command me 

[Goes rudely to kifs her. 
Car. I did not mean kiffmg by faluting. 
A Ion. I cry your Mercy, Sir, fo I underflood you. 
Car. Fie upon't, that he mould be no more a Mafler 
of Civility. 

Lov. I fear, Sir, my Sifter will never like this Hu- 
mour in her Lover ; he wants common Converfation. 

Car. Converfation- ye foolifh Boy, he has Money, 

and needs none of your Converfation. And yet if I 
thought he were valiant [This while Alonzo and Eu- 
phemia make Jigns of Love with their Eyes. 

Lov. I hope, Sir, he does not boaft of more of that 
than he really has. 

Car. That Fault I my felf have been guilty of, and 
can excufe ; but the thing it felf I fhall never endure : 
you know I was forc'd to fend you abroad, becaufe I 
thought you addicted to that. I fhall never fleep in quiet 

Valiant ! that's fuch a thing, to be Rich, or Wife 

and Valiant. [Goes to Euphemia. 

Lov. Colonel, pray to the bufmefs, for I fear you will 
betray your felf. 

Car. But look upon his Wealth, Euphemia, and you 
will find thofe Advantages there which are wanting in his 
Perfon ; but I think the Man's well. 

L 4 Euph. 
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Euph. I muft not feem to yield too foon. [AJlde.] 
Sir, there be many Spaniards born that are as rich as he, 
and have Wit too. 

Car. She was ever very averfe to this Marriage. [AJide.] 
This Man is half a Spaniard, his Mother was one, and my 
firfl Miflrefs, and me I can tell you, was a great For- 
tune 

Euph. I, Sir, but he is fuch a Fool 

Car. You are a worfe, to find fault with that in a 
Husband. 

Alon. Stand afide, Sir, are you to court your Daughter 
or I? 

Car. I was inclining her 

Alon. You inclining her ! an old Man wants Rheto- 
rick ; fet me to her. [Goes to Euphemia. 

Car. This capricious Humour was tolerable in him, 
whilfl I believ'd it the Effects of Folly, but now 'tis that 
of Valour : Oh I tremble at the Sight of him. 

Euph. Now I fee you are a Cavalier of your Word. 

Alon. Faith Euphemia, you might have believ'd, and 
taken me upon better Terms, if you had fo pleas'd : To 
marry you is but an ill-favour'd Proof to give you of my 
Paffion. 

Euph. Do you repent it ? 

Alon. Would to God 'twere come but to that, I was juft 
upon the Point of it when you entered. But I know not 
what the Devil there is in that Face of yours, but it has 
debauch'd ever fober Thought about me : Faith, do not 
let us marry yet. 

Euph. If we had not proceeded too far to retreat, I 
mould be content. 

Alon. What fhall I come to? all on the fudden to 
leave delicious whoring, drinking and fighting, and be 
condemned to a dull honeft Wife. Well, if it be my 
ill Fortune, may this Curfe light on thee that has brought 
me to't : may I love thee even after we are married to 
that troublefome Degree, that I may grow moft damna- 
ble jealous of thee, and keep thee from the Sight of all 
Mankind, but thy own natural Husband, that fo thou 
may'fl be depriv'd of the greateft Pleafure of this Life, 
the Bleffmg of Change. 

Euph. 
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Euph. I am forry to find fo much ill Nature in you ; 
would you have the Confcience to tie me to harder Con- 
ditions than I would you ? 

A Ion. Nay, I do not think I fhall be fo wickedly lov- 
ing ; but I am refolv'd to marry thee and try. 

Euph. My Father, Sir, on with your Difguife. 

[To the7n Carlo. 

Car. Well, Sir, how do you like my Daughter? 

A Ion. So, fo, fhe'll ferve for a Wife. 

Car. But do you not find her willing to be fo ? 

Alon. 'Tis not a half-penny matter for that, as long 
as my Father and you are agreed upon the matter. 

Car. Well Euphemia, fetting all foolifh Modefty afide, 
how do you like this Man ? 

Euph. As one, whom in Obedience to you, I am con- 
tent to caft my felf away upon. 

Car. How feems his Humour to you ? 

Euph. Indifferent, Sir, he is not very courtly, fome- 
thing rough and hafly. 

Car. I fear fhe has found his ill Quality of Valour too ; 
and fince 'tis certain fo, why mould it be faid that I 
ruin'd a Child to fatisfy my Appetite of Riches ? [Afide. 
Come Daughter, can you love him, or can you not? 
For 111 make but fhort Work on't ; you are my Daugh- 
ter, and have a Fortune great, enough to inrich any Man ; 
and I'm refolv'd to put no Force upon your Inclinations. 

Euph. How's this ! nay, then 'tis time I left diff ena- 
bling. [Afide. ~\ Sir, this Bounty in you has flrangely 
overcome me, and makes me afham'd to have withftood 
your Will fo long. 

Car. Do not diffemble with me, I fay do not ; for I 
am refolv ; d you fhall be happy. 

Euph. Sir, my Obedience fhall 

Car. No more of your Obedience, I fay again, do 
not diffemble, for I'm not pleas' d with your Obedience. 

Euph. This Alteration is very flrange and hidden ; 
pray Heaven he have not found the Cheat. [Afide. 

Love, Sir, they fay will come after Marriage ; pray let 
me try it. 

j sVol. I. L 5 Car. 
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Car. Few have found it fo ; nor fhall you experience 
it at fo dear a Rate as your Ruin. 

Euph. But, Sir, methinks I am grown to love him 
more fince he fpoke to me, than before. 

Car. The Effects of your Obedience again. 

Euph. This is a ftrange Alteration, Sir ; not all my 
Tears and Prayers before I faw him, could prevail with 
you. I befeech you, Sir, believe me. 

Car. Nor mould now, had I not another Reafon fort. 

Euph. Oh, I fear But, Sir 

Car. Go to, I'll be better fatisfy'd e'er I proceed far- 
ther — both of your Inclinations, and his Courage. 

[Afide. 

Euph. Do you confider his Wealth, Sir ? 

Car. That fhall not now befriend him. 

Alon. Sir, I bar whifpering ; ; tis not in my Bargain, 
nor civil : 111 have fair Play for my Money. 

Car. I am only knowing my Daughter's Pleafure ; Ihe 
is a little peeviu% as Virgins ufe in fuch Cafes ; but wou'd 
that were all, and I'd endeavour to reconcile her. 

Alon. I thank you, Sir ; in the mean time 111 take a 
Walk for an Hour or two, to get me a better Stomach 
both to my Dinner and Miftrefs. 

Car. Do fo, Sir. Come Euphemia, I will give you a 
Proof of my Indulgence, thou fhalt marry no valiant 

Fools ! valiant quoth ye. Come, come had he been 

peaceable and rich Come, come 

[Ex. with Euphemia. 

Lov. Well, now 111 go look after my Dutchman, left 
he furprizes us here, which mufl not be ; where fhall I 
find you ? 

Alon. Ill wait upon my Prince, and then on you 
here. 

Lov. Do fo, and carry on this Humour. Adieu. 



SCENE 
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S C E N E II. A flat Grove. 

Enter Haunce in a fantajiical travelling Habit \ with a 
Bottle of Brandy in his Hand, as feck: Gload marches 
after. 
Hau. Ah, ah, a pox of all Sea- Voyages. [Drinks. 

Here Gload, take thee t'other Sope, and then let's home. 

[Gload drinks. 
Ah, ah, a pox of Sea- Voyages. 

Gload. Sir, if I may advife, take t'other turn in the 
Grove, for I find by my Nofe you want more airing. 

Hau. How Sirrah] by your Nofe? have a care, you 
know 'tis ill jefling with me when I'm angry. 

Gload. Which is as often as you are drunk ; I find it 
has the fame Effects on me too : but truly, Sir, I meant 
no other than that you fmell a little of the Veffel, a cer- 
tain four remains of a Storm about you. 

Hau. Ah, ah, do not name a Storm to me, unlefs 

thou wilt have the Effects on't in thy Face. [Drinks. 

Gload. Sha, fha, bear up, Sir, bear up. 

Hau. Salerimente, a Sea-phrafe too ! Why ye Rafcal, 

I tell you I can indure nothing that puts me in mind of 

that Element. [Drinks. 

Gload. The Sight of Donna Euphemia will 

[Gload drinks between whiles too. 
Hau. Hold, hold, let me confider whether I can in- 
dure to hear her nam'd or not ; for I think I am fo tho- 
rowly mortify'd, I fhall fcarcely relifh Woman-kind again 

this- two Hours. [Drinks. 

Gload. You a Man of Courage, and talk thus ! 
Hau. Courage ! Why what dofl thou call Courage ? — 
Heclor himfelf would not have chang'd his ten Years 

Siege for our ten Days Storm at Sea a Storm a 

hundred thoufand fighting Men are nothing to't ; Cities 
fackt by Fire nothing : 'tis a refiftlefs Coward that at- 
tacks a Man at difadvantage ; an unaccountable Magick, 
that firft conjures down a Man's Courage, and then plays 
the Devil over him. And in fine, it is a Storm 

Gload, 
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Gload. Good lack that it fhould be all thefe terrible 
things, and yet that we fhould out-brave it. 

Hau. No god-a-mercy to our Courage tho, I tell 
you that now Gload ; but like an angry Wench, when it 
had huft and blufler'd it felf weary, it lay flill again. 

[Drinks, 
Gload. Hold, hold, Sir, you know we are to make 
Vifits to Ladies, Sir ; and this replenifhing of our Spirits, 
as you call it Sir, may put us out of Cafe. 

Hau. Thou art a Fool, I never made love fo well as 
when I was drunk ; it improves my Parts, and makes me 
witty ; that is, it makes me fay any thing that comes next, 
which paffes now-a-days for Wit : and when I am very 
drunk, 111 home and drefs me, and the Devil's in't if me 
refill me fo qualify'd and fo drefs'd. 

Gload. Truly, Sir, thofe are things that do not properly 
belong to you. 

Hau. Your Reafon, your Reafon ; we mail have thee 

witty too in thy Drink, hah ! [Laughs. 

Gload. Why, I fay, Sir, none but a Cavalier ought to 

be foundly drunk, or wear a Sword and Feather ; and a 

Cloke and Band were fitter for a Merchant. 

Hau. Salerimente, I'll beat any Don in Spain that does 
but think he has more right to any fort of Debauchery,. or 
Gallantry than I, I tell you that now Gload. 

Gload. Do you remember, Sir, how you were wont to 
go at home ? when inflead of a Periwig, you wore a 
flink, greafy Hair of your own, thro which a pair of 
large thin Soufes appear'd, to fupport a formal Hat, on 

end thus [Imitates him. 

Hau. Ha, ha, ha, the Rogue improves upon't. 

[Gives him Brandy. 
Gload. A Collar inflead of a Cravat twelve inches high ; 
with a blue, fliff, flarcht, lawn Band, fet in print like 
your Whiskers ; a Doublet with fmall [Skirts hookt to a 
pair of wide-kneed Breeches, which dangled half way over 
Leg, all to be dafh'd [and dirty'd as high as the garter- 
ing. 

Hau. Ha, ha, ha, very well, proceed. [Drinks. 

Gload. 



The Dutch Lover. 



229 



Gload. Your Hands, defiTd with counting of damn'd 
dirty Money, never made other ufe of Gloves, than con- 
tinually to draw them thro thus till they were* 

dwindled into the fcantling of a Cats-gut. 

Hau. Ha, ha, ha, a pleafant Rafcal. [Drinks. 

Gload. A Cloke, half a yard fhorter than the Breeches, 
not thorow lin'd, but fac'd as far as 'twas turned back, 
with a pair of frugal Butter-hams, which was always ma- 
naged — thus 

Hau. Well, Sir, have you done, that I may fhow you 
this Merchant revers'd? 

Gload. Prefently, Sir; only a little touch at your De- 
bauchery, which unlefs it be in damn'd Brandy, you dare 
not go to the Expence of. Perhaps at a Wedding, or 
fome Treat where your Purfe is not concerned, you 
would mofl infatiably tipple ; otherwife your two Stivers- 
Club is the higheft you* dare go, where you will be con- 
demned for a Prodigal, (even by your own Confcience) 
if you add two more extraordinary to the Sum, and at 
home fit in the Chimney-corner, curfmg the Face of Duke 
de Alva upon the Jugs, for laying an Impofition on Beer : 
And now, Sir, I have done. 

Hau. And doft thou not know, when one of thofe 
thou haft defcribed, goes but half a League out of Town, 
that he is fo transformed from the Merchant to the Gallant 
in all Points, that his own Parents, nay the Devil himfelf 
cannot know him ? Not a young Englifh Squire newly 
come to an Eflate, above the management of his Wit, 
has better Horfes, gayer Clothes, fwears, drinks, and 
does every thing with a better grace than he ; damns the 
ftingy Cabal of the two Stiver- Club, and puts the young 
King of Spain ,and his Miflrefs together in a Rummer of a 
Pottle ; and in pure Gallantry breaks the Glaffes over his 
Head, fcorning to drink twice in the fame : and a thou- 
fand things full as heroick and brave I cou'd tell you of 
this fame Holy-day Squire. But come, t'other turn, 
and t'other fope, and then for Donna Euphemia. For I 
find I begin to be reconcile to the Sex. 

Gload. But, Sir, if I might advife, let's e'en fleep firfl. 

Hau. 
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Hau. Away you Fool, I hate the fober Spanifh way 
of making Love, that's unattended with Wine and Mufick ; 
give me a Wench that will out-drink the Dutch, out-dance 
the French, and out out kifs the Englifh. 

Gload. Sir, that's the Fafhion in Spain. 

Hau. Hang the Fafhion ; I manage her that muft be my 
Wife, as I pleafe, or I'll beat her into Fafhion. 

Gload. What, beat a Woman, Sir ? 

Haunce. Sha, all's one for that ; if I am provok'd, 
Anger will have its Effects on whomfoe'er it light ; fo 
faid Van Trump, when he took his Miftrefs a Cuff o'th' 
Ear, for finding fault with an ill-fafhion'd Leg he made 
her : I lik'd his Humour well, therefore come thy ways. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Dif cover* Antonio Jleepmg 
on the Ground \ Hippolyta fitting by, who 
fings. 

Ah falfe Amyntas, can that Hour 

So foon forgotten be, 
When firjt I yielded up my Power 

To be betrayed by thee f 
God knows with how much Innocence 

I did my Heart reftgn 
Unto thy faithlefs Eloquence, 

And gave thee what was mine. 

I had not one Referve injlore, 

But at thy Feet I laid 
Thofe Arms which conquered heretofore, 

Tho now thy Trophies made. 
Thy Eyes in fdence told their Tale 

Of Love in fuch a way, 
That 'twas as eafy to prevail, 

As after to betray. 

[She comes forth, weeps, 
Hip. My Griefs too great to be diverted this way. 

Pointing 
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[Pointing- to Antonio. 

Why fhould this Villain fleep, this treacherous Man 

Who has for ever robb'd me of my reft ? 
Had I but kept my Innocence intire, 
I had out-brav'd my Fate, and broke my Chains, 
Which now I bear like a poor guilty Slave, 
Who fadly crys, If I were free from thefe, 
I am not from my Crimes ; fo ftill lives on, 
And drags his loathed Fetters after him. 
Why fhould I fear to die, or murder him ? 
It is but adding one Sin more to th' number. 
This — would foon dot— but where's the Hand to guide 
it ? [Draws a D agger, fighs. 

For 'tis an act too horrid for a Woman. [Turns away. 
But yet thus fleeping I might take that Soul, [Turns to him. 
Which waking all the Charms of Art and Nature 
Had not the Power t'effect. 
Oh were I brave, I could remember that, 
And this way be the Miftrefs of his Heart. 
But mine forbids it fhould be that way won ; 
No, I muft ftill love on, in fpite of me, 
And wake him quickly, left one Moment's thought 
Upon my Shame fhould urge me to undo him. 
Antonio, Antonio. [He wakes, rifes, and looks amazed- 
ly to fee the Dagger in her Hand. 

Ant. Vile Woman, why that Dagger in thy Hand? 

Hip. ToVekill'd thee with, 
But that my Love overcame my jufter Paffion, 
And put it in thy Power to fave thy felf ; 
Tljank that, and not my Reafon for thy Life. 

Ant. She's doubly arm'd, with that and Injury, 
And I am wounded and defencelefs. [Afcde. 

Hippolyta, why all this Rage to me ? [Kindly smiles. 

Hip. Antonio, thou art perjur'd, falfe and bafe. 

[In great Rage. 

Ant. What faid my faireft Miftrefs ? 

[Goes to her looking f of tly 

Hip. I faid that thou wert perjur'd, falfe and bafe. 

[Lefs in Rage. 

Ant. My dear Hippolyta, fpeak it again, 
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I do not underftand thee. [Takes her by the Hand. 

Hip. I faid that thou wert perjur'd, my Antonio. 

[Sighs. 

Ant Thou wert to blame, but 'twas thy Jealoufy, 
Which being a Fault of Love I will excufe. 
Give me that Mark of Anger, prithee do, 
It misbecomes thy Hand. 

Hip. IVe nothing left but this I can command, 
And do not ravifh this too. 

Ant. It is unkind thus to fufpec~l my Love ; 
Will you make no Allowance for my Humour ? 
I am by Nature rough, and cannot pleafe, 
With Eyes and Words all foft as others can, 
But I can love as truly my blunt way. 

Hip. You were fo foft when firft you conquer'd me, 

[Sighs. 
That but the Thoughts of that dear Face and Eyes, 
So managed, and fo fet for Conqueft out, 
Would make me kind even to another Man ; 
Could I but thus imbrace and hide my Eyes, 
And call him my Antonio. 

[She leans on his Bofom, he the while gets her Dagger, 

Ant. Stand off falfe Woman, I defpife thy Love, 
Of which to every Man I know thou deaFft 
An equal fhare. 

Hip. I do not wonder that I am deceived, 
But that I mould believe thee, after all thy Treachery. 
But prithee tell me why thou treat'ft me thus ? 
Why didfl thou with the facred Vows of Marriage, 
After a long and tedious Courtfhip to me, 
Ravifh me from my Parents and my Husband? 
For fo the brave Alonzo was by promife. 

Ant. Why I will tell thee ; 'twas not love to thee, 
But hatred to thy Brother Don Marcel, 
Who made Addreffes to the fair Clarinda, 
And by his Quality deftroy'd my Hopes. 

Hip. And durft you not revenge your felf on him ? 

Ant. His Life alone could not appeafe my Anger ; 
And after ftudying what I had to do 

Hip. The Devil taught thee this, 

Ant. 
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Ant. Yes, and you I chofe, 
Becaufe you were contracted to Alonzo, 
That the Difgrace might be more eminent. 

Hip. I do believe thee, for when I refledl 
On all thy Ufage fince thou haft betray'd me, 
I find thou haft not paid me back one Sigh, 
Or Smile for all that I have given thee. 

Ant. Hear me out. 

Hip. Moft calmly. 

Ant. From Town to Town you know I did remove you, 
Under pretence to fhun your Brother's Anger : 
But 'twas indeed to fpread your Fame abroad. 
But being not fatisfy'd till in Madrid, 
Here in your native Town, I had proclaimed you ; 
The Houfe from whence your Brother's Fury chas'd us, 
Was a Bordello, where 'twas given out 
Thou wert a Venice Curtezan to hire, 
Whilft you believ'd it was your nuptial Palace. [Laughs. 

Hip. Doft think I did not underftand the Plot ? 
Yes, and was mad till fome young Lovers came. 
But you had fet a Price too high upon me, 
No brisk young Man durft venture, 
I had expos'd my felf at cheaper Rates. 

Ant. Your Price, I pray, young Sinner? 

[Pulls off his Hat in/corn. 

Hip. Thy Life ; he that durft fay A ntonio lives no more, 
Should have poffeft me gratis. 

Ant. I would have taken care none fhould have don't ; 
To fhow, and offer you to Sale, was equally as lhameful. 

Hip. Well, what haft thou more to do ? this is no 
Place to inhabit in, nor fhalt thou force me further ; 
And back into the Town thou dar'ft not go. 

Ant. Perhaps I had been kinder to you, 

Had you continu'd ftill to give me that 

Might have begot a Paffion in me. 

Hip. I have too much Repentance for that Sin, 
To increafe it, at the Price of being belov'd by thee. 

Ant. Confider what you do, this Place is filent, 
And far from any thing that may affift you. 
Come lead me to the Covert of this Grove. [Takes her rudely. 

Enter 
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Enter Haunce and Gload drunk ; Haunce feeing them, 
offers to go out again. 

Glo. Hold, hold, Sir, why do you run away ? 

Hau. Thou Fool, doft not fee the Reafon ? 

Glo. I fee a Man and a Lady, Sir. 

Hau. Why, you Coxcomb, they are Lovers ; 
Or fome that are going to do the deed of Love. 

Ant. How ! Men here ? Your Bufmefs. 

Hau. Prithee Friend, do not trouble your felf with ours, 
but follow your own ; my Man is a little faucy in his Drink 
indeed, but I am fober enough to underfland how things go. 

Ant. Leave us then. 

Hau. Leave us then good Words, good Words, 

Friend ; for look ye, I am in a notable Humour at pre- 
fent, and will be intreated. 

Glo. Yes, Sir, we will be intreated. 

Ant. Pray leave us then. 

Hau. That's fomething but hark ye Friend, fay 

a Man had a mind to put in for a fhare with you. 

Ant. Rude Slaves, leave us. 

Hau. Ha, Slaves ! 

Glo. Slaves faid you, Sir ? hah 

Hip. Oh, as you're a Gentleman affift me. [To Haunce. 

Hau. Affift thee ? this Fellow looks as he would not 
have his Abilities call'd in queftion ; otherwife I am amo- 
rous enough to do thee a kindnefs. 

[Offer s ftill to go,fhe holds him. 

Hip. Sir, you miftake me ; this is a Ravilher 

Hau. A Ravilher ! ha, ha, ha, doft like him the worfe 
for that ? No, no, I beg your Pardon, Madam. 

Hip. Have you no Manhood, Sir ? 

Glo. She is in earneft ; now if I durft flay, how I 
would domineer over my M after ; I never try'd perhaps, 
I may be valiant thus infpir'd. Lady, I am your Cham- 
pion, who dares ravifh you, or me either ? 

Ant. Rafcal, unhand her. 

[He comes up to them, Gload puts the Lady before him. 

Hau. How now, Gload ingag'd ! nay, I fcorn to 
be out-done by my Man. Sirrah, march off with the 
Baggage, whilft I fecure the Enemy. 

Ant. 
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Ant Ram Man, what mean you ? 

Hau. I fay, Hand off, and let him go quietly away with 
the Wench, or look you 

Ant. Unmanner'd Fool, I will chaftife thy Boldnefs. 

{Goes up to him with his Dagger. 

Hau. How, how, haft thou no other Weapon ? 

Ant No, if I had, thou durftnot have encountered me. 

Hau. I fcorn thy Words, and therefore there lies my 
Sword ; and fince you dare me at my own Weapon, I 
tell you I am good at Snick-a-Sne as the befl Don of you 
all [Draws a great Dutch Knife. 

Ant. Can I endure this Affront ? 

Glo. The befl way to make a Coward fight, is to leave 
him in Danger Come Lady {Goes out. 

Ant. Thou bafe unmanner'd Fool, how durfl thou 
offer at a Gentleman, with fo defpis'd a thing as that ? 

Hau. Defpis'd a thing? talk not fo contemptibly of 
this Weapon, I fay, do not, but come on if you dare. 

Ant. I can endure no longer 

[Flies at him, Haunce mts his Face, and takes 
away, after a-while, his Dagger. 
Injuflice ! can fuch a Dog, and fuch a Weapon vanquifh 
me? 

Hau. Beg your Life ; for I fcorn to flain my Vic- 
tory in Blood — that I learnt out of Pharamond. [Afcde. 

Ant. He does not merit Life, that could not defend it 
againflfo poor and bafe a thing as Thou : Had but Mar- 
cel left me my Sword 

Hau. O then I perceive you are us'd to be van- 
quifh'd, and therefore I fcorn to kill thee ; live, live. 

Ant. How the Rafcal triumphs over me ! 

Hau. And now like a generous Enemy, I will con- 
duct thee to my Tent, and have thy Wounds drefl 

That too I had out of Pharamond. [Afcde. 

Ant. What if I take the offer of this Sot ? fo I may 
fee Hippolyta again. But I forget [Afde. 

Hau. Will you accept my Offer ? 

Ant. For fome Reafons I dare not venture into the 
Town. 

Hau. My Lodging is at St. Peter's Gate, hard by ; 

and 
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and on the Parole of a Man of Prowefs you fhall be fafe 
and free Pharamond again. [AJide. 

Ant. I'll trull him, for worfe I cannot be. [Afide. 

Lead on, I'll follow, Sir 

Haunce. Not fo, for tho the Captive ought to follow 
the Victor, yet Pll not trufl my Enemy at my backfide. 
Politicks too [Afide. 

Ant. You mufl command [Go out. 

SCENE IV. The Garden. 

Enter Silvio and Francifca. 
* Silv. Well dear Francifca, will Cleonte come, 
And all alone into the Garden ? 

Fran. My Lord, Ihe will ; I have at lafl prevailed, to 
what intent Ihe knows not ; this is an Hour wherein you'll 
fcarce be interrupted : The amorous Entertainment you 
have prepared for her, will advance your Defign ; fuch 
Objects heighten the Defire. Is all ready on your 
part? 

Silv. It is, and I am prepar'd for all the Refiflance 
fhe can make, and am refolv'd to fatisfy my infuoportable 
Flame, fmce there's no other hope left me. 

Fran. She's coming, Sir, retire. 

[Exit Silvio into the Garden. 
Oh how he kills me ! Well, at leafl this pleafure I have 
whilfl I am dying, that when he poffeffes the fair Cleonte, 
he for ever ruins his Interefl in her Heart, and mull find 
nothing but her mortal Hate and Scorn. 
Enter Cleonte. 

Cleo. Francifca, why art thou fo earnefl for my coming 
into the Garden fo early ? 

Fran. Becaufe, Madam, here without Interruption you 
may learn what the Lady Clarinda has to tell you. 

Cleo. Is that all ? go wait upon her hither then. 

Fran. Yes, when your more pleafant Affair is difpatch'd, 
I will [Afide. [Exit Francifca. 

Cleo. Can this be Love I feel ? 
This flrange unufual fomething in my Soul, 
That pleads fo movingly for Silvio there ; 

And 
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And makes me wifh him not allied to me ! 

[A noife of rural Mufick is heard within the 
Trees, as Pipes, Flutes, and Voices. 

Hah ! whatpleafant Noife is this ? fure 'tis in the Air 

Blefs me, what ftrange things be thefe ! 

Enter Swains playing upon Pipes, after them four Shep- 
herds with Garlands and Flowers, and four Nymphs 
dancing an a?norous Dance to that Mufick ; wherein 
the Shepherds make Love to the Nymphs, and ftirf the 
Garlands on their Heads, and go out ; the Nymphs 
come and lay them at Cleonte'.? Feet, andfing. 

1 Nymph. Here at your Feet, we tribute pay, 
Of all the Glories of the May. 

2 Nymph. Such Trophies can be only due 
To Viclorsfo divine as you, 

Both. Come follow, follow, where Love leads the way, 
To Pleafures that admit of no Delay. 

1 Nymph. Come follow to the amorous Shade, 
Cover d with Rofes, and with Jeffamine. 

2 Nymph. Where the Love-fick Boy is laid, 
Panting for Love's charming Queen. 

Both. Come follow, follow, where we lead the way, 
To Pleafures that admit of no delay. [Lead her out. 

The Scene changes to a fine Arbour, they leave 
her and vanifh. 
Cleo. I am all Wonder. 

Enter Silvio in raptztre, not yet feeing Cleonte. 
Silv. I'm all on Fire, till I enjoy my Sifter ; 
Not all the Laws of Birth and Nature 

Can hinder me from loving Nor is't juft : 

Why fhould the charm of fair Cleonte's Eyes, 
Me lefs than Aliens to her Blood furprize ? 
And why (fince I love Beauty every where, 
And that Cleonte has the greateft fhare) 
Should not I be allowed to worfhip her ? 
The empty Words of Nature and of Blood, 
Are fuch as Lovers never underftood. 
Prudence in love 'twere Nonfenfe to approve, 

And 
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And he loves moft that gives a Loofe to Love. 

Cleo. Silvio here ! 

Silv. Hah yonder fhe is ! [Sees her. 

And now my Paffion knows no Bounds, nor Laws. 
Cleonte, come, come fatisfy my Flame. 

[Runs to her, and takes her pajjlonately by the hand. 
Thefe private Shades are ours, no jealous Eye 
Can interrupt our Heaven of Joy. 

Cleo. What mean you ? do you know I am your Sif- 
ter ? 

Silv. Oh that accurfed Name ! why fhould it check 

me ? [He paufes. 

Wouldft thou had rather been fome mif-begotten Monfter, 
That might have ftartled Nature at thy Birth : 
Or if the Powers above would have thee fair, 
Why wert thou born my Sifter ? 
Oh, if thou fhouldft preferve thy Soul, and mine, 
Fly from this Place and me ; make hafte away, 
A flrange wild Monfter is broke in upon thee ; 
A thing that was a Man, but now as mad 
As raging Love can make him. 
Fly me, or thou art loft for ever. 

Cleo. Remember Silvio, that you are my Brother, 
And can you hurt your Sifter ? [ Weeps. 

Silv. Shouldft thou repeat thofe Ties a thoufand times, 
; Twill not redeem thee from the Fate that threatens thee. 
Be gone, whilft fo much Virtue does remain about me, 
To wifh thee out of Danger. 

Cleo. Sure Silvio, this is but to try my Virtue. 

[Weeps Jlill. 

Silv. No, look on my Eyes, Cleonte, and thou fhalt 
fee them flame with a flrange wicked Fire. 

[Looks wildly on her. 
Yet do not look, thy Eyes increafe it. 

■ Alas I [Turns away, and hides his Eyes. 

And I mail flill forget I am thy Brother : 

Go, go, whilft I have power to take my Eyes away, 

For if they turn again, it will be fatal. 

Cleo. Pray hear me, Sir. 

Silv. Oh, do not fpeak ; thy Voice has Charms 

As 
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As tempting as thy Face ; but whilft thou art filent and un- 
Perhaps my Madnefs may be moderate ; (feen, 

For as it is the beft Effects of it 
Will prompt me on to kill thee. 

Cleo. To kill me ! 

8ilv. Yes ; for fhouldfl thou live, adorned with fo much 
So much my Paffion is above my Reafon, (Beauty, 

In fome fuch fit as does poffefs me now 
I mould commit a Rape, a Rape upon thee : 
Therefore be gone, and do not tempt Defpair, 
That mercilefs rude thing, but fave thy Honour, 
And thy Life. 

Cleo. I will obey you Sir. [Goes into the Gardeji. 

Silv. She's gone and now ( Walks, and talks in 

flopping?) my hot Fit abates fhe is my Sifter that 

is, my Father's Daughter but what if his Wife 

deceiv'd him or perhaps (which is the likelier 

thing) my Mother play'd the falfe one for 'twas her 

Trade to do fo and I'm not Son to Ambrofio 

Oh, that fhe were in being to confefs this Truth, for fure 
'tis Truth ; then I might love, and might enjoy Cleonte — 
enjoy Cleonte / (In tranfftort.) Oh that Thought ! what 
Fire it kindles in my Veins, and now my cold Fit's gone — 
[Offers to go, butflarts and returns. 

No, let me paufe awhile 

For in this Ague of my Love and Fear, 

Both the Extremes are mortal [Goes into the Garden. 

Enter Ambrofio and Marcel. 

Amb. I'm reconcil'd to you, fince your Brother Silvio 
would have it fo. 

Mar. My Blood flows to my Face, to hear him na- 
med. 

Amb. Let there be no more Differences between you : 
But Silvio has of late been difcontented, keeps home, and 
fhuns the Converfation which Youth delights in ; goes not 
to Court as he was wont. Prithee Marcel, learn thou 
the caufe of it. 

Mar. I do believe I fhall my Lord — too foon. [Afcde. 

Amb. I'm now going to my Villa, and fhall not re- 
turn till Night ; by the way I mean to vifit your Wife, 

that 
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that was defign'd to be, the rich Flavia, and fee if I can 
again reconcile her to you ; for your neglect has been 
great, and her anger is juft. 

Mar. I rather wifh it mould continue, Sir, for I have 
yet no Inclinations to Marry. 

Amb. No more, 111 have it fo, if I can. 

Mar. I'm filent, Sir. [Ex. Ambrofio and Marcel. 

Enter as from out of the Garden, Cleonte, Clarinda, 
Francifa, Dormida, from among ft the Trees, fad- 
ly ; Silvio who fiarts at fight of them. 

Cleo. I am fatisfied you know not my Brother's being 
in the Garden. 

Silv. Clarinda with my Sifter ! and in our Houfe ! 

{he's very fair and yet how dull and blafted all her 

Beauties feem, when they approach the fair Cleonte's 

I cannot fhun a tedious Compliment ; to fee the fair Cla- 
rinda [Goes to Clarinda.] Here is a Happinefs beyond 
my Hope ; I'm glad to fee her kind to the Sifter, who 
always treated the Brother with fo much fcorn and Ri- 
gour. 

Clar. Silvio ! fure I'm betrayed. [Afide. 

[He talks to her. 
Enter Marcel, and is amaz'd. 

Mar. Hah ! Silvio with Clarinda in our Houfe ! 
Oh daring Villain ! to make this place a Sanctuary 
To all thy Lulls and Treachery ! 
Now I'm convinced 'twas he that wounded me, 
And he that fled lafl Night with that falfe Woman. 

[Cleonte goes to Marcel. 

Silv. You need not fear me now, fair Maid, 
I'm difarm'd of all my dangerous Love. 

Mar. It was by his contrivance that fhe came, [To Cle- 
onte.] do not excufe him, but fend her quickly from 
you, left you become as infamous as fhe. 

Cleo. Oh how I hate her now ; I know my Brother 
Silvio loves her. 

Mar. How every Gefture mows his Paffion, whilft fhe 
feems pleas'd to hear him. I can endure no more — 

Cleo. What will you do ? [She goes to. them. 

Mar. Nothing dear Sifter, 

But 
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But if I can be wife and angry too : 

For 'tis not fafe t'attack him in the Garden. 

How now Silvio under the Name of Brother, 

I fee you dare too much. {Snatches away his Sifter and 

Clarinda. 

Sili/. What mean you by this rude Addrefs, Marcel f 

Mar. Fll tell ye, Sir, anon. Go get you in. 

[To the Women, who go in. 

Silv. Well, Sir, your Bufmefs now ? 

Mar. It is not fafe to tell you here, tho I have hardly 
Patience to flay till thou meet me in St. Peter's Grove. 

Silv. I will not fail you, Sir, an Hour hence. 

[Goes in after them. 

Mar. I dare not in this rage return to upbraid Clarinda, 
left I do things that mif-become a. Man. [Exit. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Carlo'.? Houfe. 

After a Noife of Muftck without, enter Haunce drefl as 

Alonzo was, followed by Gload, in Mafquerade. 
Hau. TT Old, hold, I do not like the Salutations I re- 
JlJL ceive from all I meet in this Houfe. 

Glo. Why, Sir, methinks they are very familiar Scabs all. 

Hau. Salerimente, they all falute me as they were my 
old Acquaintance. Your fervant Myn heer Haunce, crys 
one ; you fervant Monfieur Haunce, crys another. 
Enter Servant. 

Serv. Your fervant, Sir, you come indeed like a Bride- 
groom all befet with Dance and Fiddle. 

Hau. Bridegroom! ha, ha, ha, dofl hear Gload? 'tis 
true faith. But how the Devil came he to know it, man, 
hah? 

Serv. My Mafler, Sir, was juft asking for you, he longs 
to fpeak with you. 

Hau. Ha, ha, with me, Sir? why, ha, ha, who the 
pox am I ? 

16 V o L. I. M Serv. 
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Serv. You, Sir, why who fhould you be ? 

Hau. Who fhould I be ? why who fhould I be ? 

Serv. Myn heer Haunce van Ezel, Sir. 

Hau. Ha, ha, ha, well guefl, i'faith now. 

Glo. Why how fhould they guefs otherwife, coming fo 
attended with Mufick, as prepar'd for a Wedding ? 

Hau. Ha, ha, ha, fay'ft thou fo? faith 'tis good De- 
vice to fave the Charges of the firfl Compliments, hah : 
but hark ye, hark ye, Friend, are you hire this is the 
Houfe of Don Carlo f 

Serv. Why, Sir, have you forgot it ? 

Hau. Forgot it ! ha, ha, ha, dofl hear Gload ? forgot 
it ! why how the Devil fhould I remember it ? 

Glo. Sir, I believe this is fome new-fafhion'd Civility 
in Spain, to know every Man before he fees him. 

Hau. No, no, you fool, they never change their Fafhion 
in Spain, Man. 

Glo. I mean their manner of Addreffes, Sir. 

Hau. It may be fo, I'll fee farther. Friend, is Don 
Carlo within? 

Serv. He has not beeen out fmce, Sir, 

Hau. Since, ha, ha, ha, fmce when ? hah. 

Serv. Since you faw him, Sir. 

Hau. Salerimente, will you make me mad ? why you 
damnable Rafcal, when did I fee him ? hah. 

Sen;. Here comes my Mafler himfelf, Sir, [Enter Carlo, 
let him inform you, if you grow fo hot on the Oueftion. 

Car. How now Son, what angry ? You have e'en 
tir'd your felf with walking, and are out of Humour. 

Hau. Look there again the old Man's mad too ; 

why how the pox fhould he know I have been walking ? 
Indeed, Sir, I have, as you fay, been walking [Play- 
ing with his Hat.] and am as you fay, 

out of Humour But under favour, Sir, who are you ? 

fure 'tis the old Conjurer, and thofe were his little Imps 
I met. [Goes fur lily to him. 

Car. Sure, Son, you fhould be a Wit, by the fhortnefs 
of your Memory. 

Hau. By the Goodnefs of yours, you fhould be none, 
ha, ha, ha. Did I not meet with him there, Gload, hah ? 
But pray refrefh my Memory, and let me know you ; I 

eome 
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come to feek a Father amongft you here, one Don Carlo. 

Car. Am I not the Man, Sir ? 

Hau. How the Devil mould I know that now, unlefs 
by inftincl ? 

Glo. The old Man is mad, and muft be humour'd. 

Hau. Cry you Mercy, Sir, I vow I had quite forgot 
^you. Sir, I hope Donna Euphemia 

Car. Oh, Sir, fne's in a much better Humour than' 
when you law her laft, complies with our Defires more 
than I cou'd hope or wifh. 

Hau. Why look you here again 1 ask'd after her 

Health, not her Humour. 

Car. I know not what Arts you made ufe of, but fhe's 
flrangely taken with your Converfation and Perfon. 

Glo. Truly, Sir, you are mightily beholden to her, that 
fhe mould have all this good Will to your Perfon and Con- 
verfation before fhe fees you. 

Hau. Ay, fo I am ; therefore, Sir, I defire to fee your 
Daughter, for I fhall hardly be fo generous as fhe has 
been, and be quits with her before I fee her. 

Car. Why, Sir, I hop'd you lik'd her when you faw 
her laft. 

Hau. Stark mad 1 faw her laft ! why, what the 

Devil do you mean? I never faw her in all my Life, 
man. Stark mad, as I am true Dutch — [AJide. 

Car. A Lover always thinks the time tedious : But 
here's my Daughter. 

Enter Euphemia and Olinda. 

Hau. Ay, one of thefe muft be fhe ; but 'tis a Wonder 
I fhould not know which fhe is by inftincl. 

{Stands looking /imply on both. 

Euph. This is not Alonzo — has he betray'd me ? \Afcde. 

Car. Go, Sir, fhe expecls you. 

Hau. Your Pardon, Sir ; let her come to me, if fhe 
will, Pm fure fhe knows me better than I do her. 

Glo. How fhould fhe know you, Sir ? 

Hau. How? by inftinct, you Fool, as all the reft of 
the Houfe does : don't you fair Miftrefs ? 

Euph. I know you 

Hau. Yes, you know me ; you need not be fo coy 
mun, the old Man has told me all. 

M 2 Euph. 
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Euph. What has he told you ? — I am ruin'd. [Ajide. 

Hau. Faith much more than I believ'd, for he was very 
full of his new-fafhion'd Civility, as they call it : But ha, 
ha, I hope, fair Miftrefs, you do not take after him ? 

Euph. What if I do, Sir ? 

Hau. Why then I had as lieve marry a Steeple with a 
perpetual Ring of Bells. 

Glo. Let me advife you, Sir ; methinks you might 
make a handfomer Speech for the firft, to fo pretty a La- 
dy Fakes an were I to do't 

Hau. I had a rare Speech for her thou knoweft, and 
an Entertainment befides, that was, tho I fay it, unordi- 
nary: But a pox of this new way of Civility, as thou 
calFft it, it has put me quite befide my part. 

Glo. Tho you are out of your complimenting Part, I 
am not out of my dancing one, and therefore that part 
of your Entertainment Pll undertake for. 'Slife, Sir, 
would you difappoint all our Ship's Company ? 

Hau. That's according as I find this proud Tit in Hu- 
mour. 

Car. And why fo coy? pray why all this Diffimulation? 
Come, come, I have told him your Mind, and do intend 
to make you both happy immediately. 

Euph. How, Sir, immediately ! 

Car. Yes, indeed ; nay, if you have deceiv'd me, 
and diffembled with me, when I was fo kind, I'll fhow 
you Trick for Trick i'faith [Goes to Haunce. 

Euph. What fhall we do, Olinda f 

Olin. Why marry Don Alonzo, Madam. 

Euph. Do not rally, this is no time for Mirth. 

Olin. Fie upon't, Madam, that you mould have fo lit- 
tle Courage ; your Father takes this Fellow to be Alonzo. 

Car. What Counfel are you giving there, hah ? 

Olin. Only taking leave of our old Acquaintance, fmce 
you talk of marrying us fo foon. 

Car. What Acquaintance pray ? 

Olin. Our Maiden-heads, Sir. 

Hau. Ha, ha, ha, a pleafant Wench faith now ; I be- 
lieve you would be content to part with yours with lefs 
warning. 

Olin. 
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Olin. On eafy Terms perhaps, but this marrying I' do 
not like ; 'tis like going a long Voyage to Sea, where 
after a while even the Calms are diftafteful, and the 
Storms dangerous : one feldom fees a new Object, 'tis 
flill a deal of Sea, Sea ; Husband, Husband, every day, 
— till one's quite cloy'd with it. 

Car. A mad Girl. this, Son. 

Hau. Ay, Sir, but I wifh fhe had left out the fimile, 
it had made my Stomach wamble. 

Gload. Pray, Sir, let you the Maid alone as an Uten- 
fil belonging to my Place and Office, and meddle you 
with the Miftrefs. 

Hau. Faith now, thou haft the better Bargain of the 
two : my Miftrefs looks fo fcurvily and civil, that I don't 

,know what to fay to her Lady hang't, that look 

has put me quite out again. 

Car. To her Son, to her 

Hau. Hark ye Lady Well, what next now? Oh 

pox quite out, quite out ; tell me whether the old Man 
ly'd or no, when he told me you lov'd me. 

Euph. I love you ! 

Hau. Look you there now, how fhe looks again. 

Car : She's only bafhful, Sir, before me ; therefore if 
you pleafe to take a fmall Collation, that has waited 
within for you this three Hours 

Hau. That's ftrange now, that any thing mould wait for 
me, who was no more expected here than Bethlehem- 
Gabor ; Faith now Lady, this Father of yours is very 
fimple. 

Euph. To take you for his Son. 

Hau. I meant to have furpriz'd you I vow, before you 
had dreamt of me : and when I came, you all knew me 
as well as if you had caft a Figure for me. 

Car. Well, Son, you'll follow. 

Euph. You will not leave me alone, Sir, with a Man ? 

Hau. Go your ways, go your ways 1 fhall know 

more of your Secrets before [Gload makes Grimaces to 
Olinda of Love] night yet, you little pouting Hypocrite 
you. 

Euph. You know my Secrets ! why who are you ? 

M 3 Hau, 
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Hau. Ha, ha, ha, that's a very good one faith now : 
who am I, quoth thou? why there's not a Child thus 
high in all your Father's Houfe would have ask'd me fo 
fimple a Queftion. 

Olin. Madam, I find by his Man, this is your expect- 
ed Lover, whom you muft flatter, or you are undone, 
'tis Haunce van Ezel. [To Euphemia. 

Euph. The Fop himfelf. 

Hau. Oh, do you know me now ? 

Euph. 'Tis impoffible. 

Hau. This is an extreme the other way now. [Afide. 
Impoffible, ha, ha, ha ! No, no, poor thing, do not 
doubt thy Happinefs : for look ye, to confirm you, here 
are my Bills of Exchange with my own natural Name to 
them, if you can read written Hand — 

[Shews her Papers. 

Gload. Not love you ! I'll fwear you lye now, you lit- 
tle Jade, I am now in Mafquerade, and you cannot 
judge of me ; but I am Book-keeper and Cafhier to my 
Matter, and my Love will turn, to account, I'll warrant 
you. 

Olin. There may be ufe made of him. {Afide. 

I fhall think of it. But pray why are you thus accou- 
ter'd? 

Gload. Faith, to- entertain your Lady, we have brought 
the whole Ship's Company too in Mafquerade. 

Olin. That indeed will be very proper at this time of 
the Day, and the firfl Vifit too. 

Glo. Shaw, that's nothing, you little think what Blades 
we are mun Sir, I'll call in the Fiddles and the Com- 
pany. 

Hau. Well remember'd, faith, now I had e'en for- 
got it. 

Euph. What's the meaning of this ? {Fiddle firikes up. 

Hau. To fhow you the difference between the damna- 
ble dull Gravity of the Sftani/h, and brisk Gaiety of the 
Dutch. Come, come, begin all. 

Enter Dutchmen a7id Women dancing. 
Nay, I'll fhew you what I can do too, come Gload. 

{They too dance. 
There's 
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There's for you now, and yet you have not feen half 
my good Qualities ; I can fmg the neweft Ballad that has 
been made, fo I can. {Sings a Dutc Song. 

Euph. Be thefe your Friends, Sir ? they look as if you 
had ranfack'd a Hoy for them. 

Hau. How ! look on them well, they are all States 
or States-fellows, "I tell you that now, and they can bear 
witnefs who I am too. 

Euph. Now I'm convinced, and am forry I doubted 
my Happinefs fo long : I had fuch a Character of you. 

Hau. Of me ! oh Lord, I vow now -as they fay 

dont' know ha, ha 

Euph. I heard you were the moll incorrigible Fool, the 
mofl intolerable Fop. 

Hau. Ha, ha, ha, do you hear Gload who I a 

Fop ? I vow they were miflaken in me, for I am counted 
as pretty a Merchant as any walks the Change ; can write 

a very plain Hand, and call Account as well my Man 

Gload can't T, Sirrah ? 

Gload. Yes indeed, forfooth, can he. 

Hau. Egad, a FoOl, a Fop, quoth ye 

[ Walks angry. 

Olin. By all means natter him, Madam. 

Etiph. I'm fatisfy'd, Sir. 

Hau. I care not whether you are or no, for I fhall 
have you whether you will or no, mun. 

Euph. 'Tis very likely ; but there is a certain trouble- 
fome Fellow in love with me, that has made me vow 
whenever I marry to ask him leave. 

Hau. How, ask him leave? I fcorn to ask any Bo- 
dy's leave, I tell you that, tho 'twere my Miflrefs 

Euph. I cannot marry you then. 

Hati. Flow, not marry me ? look here now : 

{Ready to cry. 
Gload, can't you marry, and let no living Soul know it ? 

Euph. Oh no, Sir, I love your Life better, which 
would be indanger'd. 

Hau. Why, what a curfed Cuftom you have in Spain, 
a Man can neither marry, nor confole his Neighbour's 
Wife without having his Throat cut. Why, what if he 
will not give you leave ? 

M 4 Euph. 
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Euph. Why then you muft fight him. 

Hau. How ! fight him, I fight him ! 

Gload. Why, yes, Sir, you know you can fight, you 
try'd but this very Morning 

Hau. Softly, you damn'd Rogue, not a Word of my 
Prowefs aloud. Salerimente, I fhall be put to fight 
when I am fober, fhall I, for your damn'd prating, ye 
Rafcal ? 

Euph. I am glad you have that good Quality. 

[OlinAdi /peaking to Gload, pujhes him to /peak. 

Gload. Ay, madam my M after — has many more : 

But if you pleafe to tell him his Rival's Name 

Hau. I'll have your Ears for this Sirrah, the next 
time Pm foundly drunk, and you know that won't be 
long. [A/ide. 

Lord, Madam, my Man knows not what he fays. 

Ye Rafcal, fay I have no Courage or I will drink my 

felf to the Miracle of Valour, and exercife it all on 
thee. 

Gload. I know what I do, Sir, you had Courage this 
Morning, is the Fit over ? 

Hau. Have I not flept fince, you Rogue, have I not ? 

Glo. I have a trick to fave your Honour, Sir, and there- 
fore I will fland in't you have Courage. 

Hau. A Pox of your Trick, the Rogue knows I dare 
not chaftife him now, for fear they fhould think I have 
Valour. 

Glo. Madam, my Matter's modeft, but tell him who 'tis 
he muft fight with 

Hau. Oh, for a Tun of Rhenifh that I might a- 

bundantly beat thee 

Euph. Your Rival's Name's Alonzo, Sir. 

Hau. Oh the Devil, a thundring Name too ; but will 

this fame Alonzo make no allowance for neceffity ? — 

I vow 'tis pure neceffity in me to marry you : the old 
Men being agreed upon the Matter, I am but an Inftru- 

ment alas, not I. [Crys. 

A very Tool, as they fay, fo I am. 

Glo. Lord, Sir, why do you cry ? I meant no harm. 

Hau. No harm, you Rafcal to fay I am valiant. 

Glo. 
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Glo. Why, yes, Sir, and if you would fay fo too, at 
worft 'twas but getting Don Lovis to have fought for you ; 
you know that's a fmall courtefy to a Friend. 

Hau. Faith, now thou art in the right ; he'll do his 
Buhnefs for him, I'll warrant him. [ Wipes his Eyes. 

Nay then, Madam, I have Courage, and' will to this 

Don this Alonzo you fpeak of; and if he do not 

refign you, and confign you too, I'll make him ; yes, 
make him, do ye fee — If Lovis mould refufe me now — 

[Afide. 

Glo. Shaw, Sir, he makes nothing to kill a Man, ten 
or twenty. 

Euph. Well, fmce you are fo refolv'd, my Brother 
will tell you where to find this Alonzo ; and tell him, I 
muft marry you to day, for I am refolv'd not to lie alone 
to night. 

Hau. What would not a Man do for fo kind a Mif- 
trefs ? 

Euph. Well, get you about it flrait then, left my 
Father's coming prevent it. 

[Exeunt Euphemia and Olinda. 

Hau. I am gone But if Lovis fhould fail 

Glo. He would beat you, if he thought you doubted 
him. 

Hau. I'll keep my Fears then to my felf. [Go out. 

SCENE II. The Street. 

Enter Hippolyta dreft like a Man, with a Paper. 
Hip. Thus I dare look abroad again : 
Methinks I am not what I was, 
My Soul too is all Man ; 

Where dwells no Tendernefs, no womanifh Paffions. 
I cannot ugh, nor weep, nor think of Love, 
But as a foolifh Dream that's gone and paft. 
Revenge has took poffeffion of my Soul, 
And drove thofe Shadows thence ; and fhows me now 
Love, in fo poor, fo defpicable a Shape, 
So quite devefted of his artful Beauty, 
That I'm afham'd I ever was his Votary. 

M 5 Well, 
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Well, here's my Challenge to Antonio ; 
But how to get it to him is the Queftion. 
Bafe as he is, he'll not refufe to come ; 
And hnce he never faw the wrong'd Alonzo, 
Sure I may pafs for him. Who's here ?- 



Enter Haunce and Gload. Sheftands qfide. 

Han. Gload, if it were poffible I could be fober, and 
valiant at once, I Ihould now be provok'd to exercife 
it : for I cannot find Lovis, and then how I fhall come 
off, the Lord knows. And then again, for letting the 
Lady go, whom I refcu'd in the Grove this Morning. 

Glo. Should I difobey a Lady, Sir ? for fhe commanded 
me to let her go fo foon as fhe came into the Gate. And, 
Sir, look here comes Don Lovis. 

Enter Lovis and Alonzo. 

Hau. Oh, Brother Lovis, where the Devil have you 
been all this Day? I ftay'd for you to go with me to 
your Sifter's, as long as Flefh and Blood could forbear. 

Lov. Why, have you been there without me ? 

Hau. Yes marry have I, Sir. 

A Ion. I am undone then \Afide. 

Hau. I needed no Recommendation, mun, for when 

I came they were all as well acquainted with me 1 

never faw them before ; but by the way, they are all 
no wifer than they fhould be, except your Sifter, who is 
the pretty'ft loving, fweet Rogue 

A Ion. How's this ? 

Lov. But have you feen my Sifter ? 

Hau. Seen her ! yes, and will marry her too mun be- 
fore Night, an fhe were a thoufand Sifters But harkye 

Lovis, the bufmefs is this you mult know that before 

I marry her, I am to feek out a certain Fellow, they call 

they call Alonzo, ay, ay, Alonzo — a Pox on him, a 

troublefome Rafcal they fay he is ; and his leave, it 
feems, muft be askt to marry your Sifter. 

Lov. Well, Sir, and what if he will not give you 
leave ? 

Hau. Why then, you muft know I am to get him 
very well favour'dly beaten. 

Alon. 
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A Ion. Sure this is the Coxcomb himfelf. 

Hau. Now for your Sifter's fake, who loves me, poor 
thing, I will not run the danger of beating him my felf, 
but muft defire that fmall courtefy of thee. 

Lov. How! I beat him ? 

Hau. You beat him, yes, you ; what a Pox do you 
fcruple fuch a kindnefs to a Friend ? I know you make no 
more of killing a Man next your Heart in a Morning, 
than I do of eating a pickled Herring. 

Lov. But fhe defied you to do't. 

Hau. That's all one fo it be done, mun ; befides, why 
mould I run my felf into a Premunire, when I need not ?> 
Your Father is bound by Agreement to mine, to deliver me 
the Wares (that is, his Daughter) fafe and found; and 
I have no more to do, but to protefl againft him in cafe 
of Non-performance. 'Twill be a dear Commodity to 
me at this rate. [Cries. 

Lov. Well, Sir, I'll fee what may be done. 

Hau. Spoke like a Friend now : Well, you muft a- 
bout it inftantly, for I muft be married to day. 

A Ion. Muft you fo, Sir ? 

Hau. Yes marry muft I, Sir — Who the Devil's this 
now. [ To Lovis. 

A Ion. That fame Alonzo whom you inquire for. 

Hau. Are you fo, Sir ? Why, what then, Sir 

Lovis, Lovis. [Runs behind Lovis. 

A Ion. What then, Sir? then I tell you I will not be 
beaten. 

Hau. Look ye here now Lovis. 

Lov. Ha, ha, ha, canft thou be angry with him ? 

[To Alonzo. 

Hau. I, can you be angry with me ? 

A Ion. I know not why an Afs fhould have more pri- 
vilege than any other rude Beaft. 

Lov. Ha, ha, ha, this Humour's fo pleafant in thee, 

I wifh thou wouldft purfue it a little Haunce, bear 

up to him, he's but a mere Huff, ha, ha, ha. 

[Claps him on the Back, he goes fearfully forward. 

Gload. 
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Gload. I, Sir, as long as Don Lovis is here, you may 
fay what you will. 

Hau. May I f ? and why, Sir? — —am I, Sir 

an Afs, Sir. 

Alon. 'Sdeath you Rafcal, do you queflion me? 

Hau. Oh, hold, Sir, hold, not I, God forbid I mould 
queflion it, Lovis is it, indeed, Alonzo, hah? 

Lov. Yes indeed is it. 

Hau. And wilt thou not do fo much as to beat him 
for me a little ? 

Lov. Not I, I dare not, he's a terrible Man. 

Hau. Why look you here now, you damn'd Rogue, 
[To Gload.] Have not you ferv'd me finely, hah? 

Gload. Why, Sir, 'tis but crying Peccavi. 

Hau. Peccavi, and be hang'd to you — Lord, Sir, [To 
Alonzo.] why are you fo angry ? I came but to ask you 
a civil Queflion from my Wife that mufl be. 

Alon. You mufl ask me leave, firfl. 

Hau. Yes, yes, Sir, fo fhe faid mun ; for fhe mufl 
marry me to night. 

Alon. Yes, you fhall have it with this — too. [Draws. 

Hau. Why look you [Haunce runs away, Lovis 
flays him\ here now, here's damn'd doings. For my 
part, here I declare itupon my Death-bed, I am forc'd to 
what I do, and you kill me againfl my Will. 

Alon. Dofl think we are not difcover'd in our Defign? 
I'd kill the Dog if I thought we were. 

Lov. I believe not ; and perceive by my Sifter's Mef- 
fage, that we are to come to her, and prevent this Fel- 
low's marrying her. 

„ Alon. Well, Sir, I'll spare your Life, and give your 
Miflrefs leave to marry to night. 

Hau. How, Sir, to Night? But is he in earnefl, 

Lovis ? 

Lov. In very good earnefl. 

Hau. Tan, ta, ra, ra, ra hay Boys, what a Night 

we'll have on't, Gload, for Fiddles and Dancing. 

Alon. Tell your Miflrefs I will difpatch a little Affair, 
and wait on her. 

Gload. And pray, Sir, may I have leave to marry the 
Maid too ? Alon. 
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Alon. We'll confider on't. 

Hau. I am not fuch a Fool to venture tho, till I know 
the Coaft is clear, for his very Looks are terrible ; but go 
you, Gload, and tell her what he fays. 

[Alonzo talks to Lovis. 
Enter Hippolyta from afide. 
Hip. Thefe be the Men that refcu'd me this morning, 
And are not to be employed in my Affair. 
But yonder Stranger has a noble Look, 

And from him I'll intreat this Favour Sir 

[To Alonzo. 
Alon. With me, Sir ? 
Hip. Yes, pleafe you to walk a little this way, Sir. 

[ Takes him afide. 
Hau. Well, make ye fure of Fiddles, for look ye, 
we'll appear to night like our felves. 
Gload. It fhall be done, Sir. 
Hip. I am a Stranger and a Gentleman, 
And have an humble Suit to you. 

Alon. You may command me any thing. 
Hip. Sir, there is a Gentleman, if I may call him fo, 
that dares do ill ; has put a bafe Affront upon a Lady — 
a Lady whom all brave Men are bound to vindicate : I've 
writ him here a Challenge, and only beg you'll give it 
him ; I will attend you in St. Peters Grove, where I 
defire the perfidious Antonio (for that's his Name, to 
whom this is directed) to meet me. 

Alon. I'm pleas'd to fee this Gallantry in a Man fo 
young, and will ferve you in this, or whatever elfe you 
fhall command. But where is this Antonio f 

Hip. That I'll inquire of thefe. Sir, pray can you give 

any account of the Cavalier [To Haunce, who flarts as 

afore/aid'] you fought with this Morning in St. Peter's 

Grove, that had a Lady with him ? 

Hau. So, now perhaps I fhall be hang'd for that. 

[Afide. 
I fight, Sir ! I never fought in my Life, nor faw no . Man, 
not I. 

Gload. 'Sha, you may confefs it, Sir ; there's no Law 
againft killing in Spain. 

Hip. 
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Hip. How, have you murder'd him ? 

[Takes hold of him. 

Hau. This Rogue has a mind to have me difpatch'd. 

[Afcde. 
Hold, Sir, the Man's as well and alive as you are, and is 
now at my Lodgings ; look ye here's the Dagger I clif- 

arm'd him of but that I do not love to boafl. 

[Shews it. 

Hip. It is the fame. 

A Ion. Sir, I fhall not fail to wait on you with the An- 
fwer I receive. 

Hip. I humbly thank you, Sir. 

A Ion. So prithee, dear Lovis, go make my excufe to 
your Sifter for a moment, and let her get all things rea- 
dy againft I come ; let the Prieft too wait, for I fee my 
Deftiny, which I can no longer prevent, draw on apace. 

[Exit Lovis. 
Come, Sir, you mull conducl me to Antonio. 

[Exeunt Alonzo, Haunce, and Gload. 

Hip. So now the Work's half done, that will redeem 
All the loft Credit of our Family. 

To kill, or to be kill'd, I care not which, [ Weeps. 

So one or both expire ; be ftrong my Soul, 
And let no feeble Woman dwell about thee. 
Hence Fears and Pity, fuch poor things as thefe 
Cannot the Storms of my Revenge appeafe : 
Thofe Showers mull from his treacherous Heart proceed, 
If I can live and fee Ant07iio bleed. [Sighs, and Exit. 

SCENE III. A deep Grove. 

Enter Marcel alone. 
Mar. The hour is almoft come which I appointed, 
And yet no Silvio appears, the time feems long to me ; 
But he that's circled in his Miftrefs' Arms, 
Forgets the hafly hours, 
And paffes them as unregarded by, 
As Men do Beggars who demand a Charity. 

Enter Hippolyta. 
Young Man, hafl thou encounter'd none within this 
Grove ? Hip. 
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Hip. Not any, Sir, Marcel! my injur'd Brother ! 

Mar. Why dofl thou turn away, and hide thy Face ? 

Hip. J Tis not my Face I hide, but Sorrow there. 

[ Weeps. 

Mar. Truft me, thou weepeft; would I could do fo 
too, 
That I might be lefs angry ; 
And Silence befl expreffes Grief : 
But thine' s a faucy Sorrow dares approach 
A Face fo fair and young. 

Hip. If the Ingrate for whom I grieve had thought fo, 
I might have fpar'd my Tears. Farewel, Sir. 

Mar. Stay, haft thou been a Lover ? 

Hip. A very, very paffionate one. 

Mar. And wert thou not belov'd ? 

Hip. At firft, to draw me in, the cunning Artifl 
Made me believe I was. 

Mar. Oh ! I could kifs thee now, for the alliance 
Between thy Grief and mine. 
Hadft thou a loofe and wanton Sifter too, 
Then thou wert perfect wretched, as I am. [ Weeps. 

But prithee leave me, now I think of it : 
For Ihouldfl thou ftay, thou'dft rob me of my Anger ; 
For fince a Youth like thee can be unhappy, 
With fuch a Shape, and fo divine a Face, 
Methinks I mould not Quarrel with my Star, 
But bow to all my faithlefs Miftrefs' Scorns. 

{Hollowing within.'] So ho, ho, fo ho, ho 

Mar. So ho, fo ho, ho, ho 'Tis my falfe Rival. 

Now leave me, Sir, to reaffume my Anger. 

Hip. I will obey farewel 

My own Defpair makes me neglect his Life. [Goes out. 
Enter Silvio. 

Mar. 'Tis Silvio. 

Silv. You fee I have obey'd you, Sir. 

Mar. Come, Sir, your Sword. 

Silv. You are my Brother, and 'twere an impious 
Action, 
To fight you unprovok'd : give me a caufe, 
Nay, and a juft one too, or I (hall find it hard 

To 
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To wound Cleonte's Brother. [Afide fighing. 

Mar. Thou cam'ft prepared to talk, and not to fight. 
I cannot blame thee for't, for were I Silvio, 
Thus I would do to fave a Life belov'd : 

[Offers to fight, Silvio Jlefis back. 
But 'twill not ferve you now. 

Sil. Your Reafon, Sir, and I am ready, if it be juft. 

Mar. Oh do not urge me to repeat my Wrongs, 
For if thou doft, I hardly fhall have Man enough remain 
To fight thee fairly. {Offers Jiill 

Sil. Surely he knows my Paffion for Cleonte 

[Afide. 
I urge the Reafon ftill. 

Mar. Hall thou forgot thy lafl Night's Treachery? 
How like a Thief thou flol'll into her Lodging ? 

Sil. 'Tis fo — —'tis true, Marcel, I rudely did in- 
trude 

Mar. Oh quickly hafle this looks like Womens 

jangling. [Offers to fight again. 

Sil. Oh it is bravely done, Marcel, to punifh 
A Paffion which you ought to pity rather : 
'Tis what I cannot reconcile nor juflify : 

And fo diftrac~led it has made me too 

I will not fight in fo unjufl a Caufe. 

Kill me, and I'll embrace you whilft I die ; 

A thoufand Wounds imprinted on my Body, 

Will bring lefs Pain than that her Eyes have caus'd. 

Here ftrike Pity my Pain, and eafe me. 

[Opens his Arms, and throws away his Sword. 

Mar. I find thou haft a Charm about thy Tongue, 
And thou implor'ft thy Death in fuch a way, 
I cannot hurt thee ; and it gives me hopes 
Thou art not yet fo blefs'd to be belov'd, 
For then thou wouldft not be thus defperate. 

Sil. Oh yes, I am belov'd. 

Mar. Oh do not fay thou art, 
Nor take me from a Calmnefs, that may fpare thee. 

Sil. Not fay I am belov'd ! thou canft not hire me 
With Life or fuller Joy, to fay I am not. 
If there be Truth and Love in Innocence, fhe loves me. 

Mar. 
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Mar. Yet, yet, ye Gods, I can endure fay, but- 

thou art not, 
For I would yet preferve thee. 

Sil. Oh canfl thou wifti that I fhould fall fo low, 
To fave my Life with Lyes ; the pooreft Sin of all the 
number ? 

Mar. Then once again thou hail debauch'd my Pity. 

[Takes to the Sword. 

Sil. Her Paffion I will juftify, but not my own ; 
Her's is as pure as Prayers of Penitence ; 

But mine 1 cannot give a Name to. 

[They fight : Enter Alonzo„ and parts them. 

A Ion. How now, what's here to do ? Marcel ! 

Mar. Alonzo ! the only Man I wifh to fhun. 

Silv. Pm glad, who e'er thou be'ft thou haft prevented us. 

A Ion. Thou haft more Wit than he, then I find : Your 
Quarrel, Sir, may a Man have leave to enquire into't ? 
~ Mar. This is that Silvio, that noble Youth my Bro- 
ther, whom thou haft often heard me name. 

A Ion. An excellent Character for an Enemy, Noble 
and Brother : For fhame put up your Swords, and IT1 be 
Judge between ye. 

Mar. The Cafe is foon decided ; I will not tell you 
with how tedious a Courtfhip I won the Heart, as I 

thought, of a. young Beauty of this Town and 

yefterday receiv'd a Billet from her, to wait on her at 
night, to receive the Recompence of all my Pains and 
Sufferings In this extafy of Joy I fhow'd him the Pa- 
per ; and he getting thither before me, rob'd me of my 
Prize. 

Silv. I am fo pleas'd at this, miftake of thine, 
I can forgive it freely. 

Mar. Not content with this, moft treacherouily, hid 
in the fhades of Night, he met me in the Hall of this falfe 
Woman, and ftab'd me, which did fecure his flight with 
her ; and wouldft thou have me put this Injury up ? 

A Ion. Faith you muft, and your Sword too, 
Unlefs you mean to keep it drawn on me. 
'Twas I that wounded you i'th ; dark ; and it was I 
That rob'd you of Clarinda.. 

J 7 Y o L. I. Mar. 
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Mar. Thou? 

A Ion. I, am I fo unlikely a Man to do fuch a feat ? 

Mar. How dare you, Sir, do this ? 

A Ion. I dare do any thing, but break my Word, as 
thou hall bafely done with me — But I am now in hafte, 
and mould be glad to know where to meet you anon. 

Mar. Ill wait on you at the farther fide of this Grove 
by the River. 

A Ion. I will not fail you [Ex. Alonzo. 

Mar. Come, Sir, till I can better prove you are my 
Rival, I will believe you are my Friend and Brother. 

Silv. When thou (halt know my miferable Story, 
Thou wilt believe and pity me. [Go out. 

Enter again Hippolyta from out of the Wood. 

Hip. I wonder this Cavalier flays fo long, 
Pray Heaven he meet Antonio. 

Enter Alonzo. 
Your Servant, Sir. 

A Ion. The Cavalier to whom you fent me, Sir, 
Will wait upon you here. 

Hip. I humbly thank you, Sir, and mould be glad to 
know how I might pay my Gratitude. 

A Ion,. My Duty ends not here ; I have a Sword to 
ferve you. 

Hip. You fhame me with this Generofity ; but, Sir, I 
hope my own will be fufficient in fo good a Caufe. 

A Ion. Tho you are young, I queflion not your Bravery ; 
But I mufl beg to flay and fee fair play, 
And offer you my Service when youVe done. 

Hip. The Enemy appears, Sir, and fmce you are 

fo good, I beg you would retire behind thofe Trees ; for 
if he fees us both, fmce he is fmgle, he will fufpec"l fome 
treachery. 

A Ion. YouVe reafon, Sir, and 111 obey you. 

[Goes afide. 



Enter 
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Enter Antonio reading a Paper. 
SIR, 

I Do defer e you to meet me in St. Peter\r Grove, with 
your Sword in your Hand, about an Hour hence ; you 
will guefs my Buflnefs, when you know my Name to be 

Alonzo. 

Alon. How's that ? \_Aflde. 

Ant. I wifh't had been another Enemy, 
Since from the Juftice of his Caufe I fear 
An ill fuccefs ; would I had feen Hippolyta, 
That e'er I dy'd I might have had her pardon. 

This Confcience 'tis ominous, 

But ne'er appears in any horrid fhape, 

Till it approaches Death 

{Goes forward, fees Hippolyta, who juftles him in 
pajjlng by ; he flops and looks. 

Hip. You feem, Sir, to be he whom I expecl. 

Ant. I'm call'd Antonio, Sir 

Hip. And I Alonzo ; the reft we need not ask, 
For thou art well acquainted with my Injuries, 
And I with thy Perfidioufnefs. [Draws. 

Ant. I know of none you have receiv'd from me, 
If on Hippolytds account you fight : 
She lov'd me, and believ'd ; and what dull Lover 
Would have refus'd a Maid fo eafily gain'd ? 

Hip. Ah Traytor, by how bafe a way 
Thou wouldft evade thy Fate ? 
Didft thou not know fhe was my Wife by promife ? 
Did not Marcel, Ambrofio, all confent 
To make her mine as foon as I arriv'd ? 

Alon. Who the Devil's that young Bully that takes my 
Name, and my Concerns upon him ? \Afide. 

Hip. But why mould I expecl a Truth from thee, 
Who after fo much time, fo many Vows, 
So many Tears, Defpairs and Sighs, at lafl 
Didft gain a Credit with this eafy Fool, 
Then left her to her {names, and her defpairs ? — Come, 
Sir, — Or I fhall talk my felf to calmnefs [Aflde. 

Ant. 
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Ant. Pm ready, Sir, to justify the Deed. 

[They offer to fight, Alonzo fieps forth. 

A Ion. Hold ! hold ! fair Thief that roMt me of my 

Name, 

And wouldfl my Honour too ; [Puts her by. 

If thou haft wrong'd the fair Hippolyta, [To Antonio. 

No Man but I has right to do her juftice. 

Or you are both my Rivals tell me which, 

Which of you is it I mull kill or both ? 

I am Alonzo, who dares love Hippolyta ? 

Hip. Let not your friendfhip, Sir, proceed fo far, 
To take my Name, to take my Quarrel on you. 

Alon. In this Difpute none J s more concern' d than I, 
And I will keep my ground in fuch a caufe, 
Tho all the Rivals that her Beauty makes me, 
Were arm'd to take my Life away. 

Ant. Come, Sir, I care not which of you's Alonzo. 

[They go to fight, /he holds Alonzo. 
Hip. This Gallantry's too much, brave Stranger. 
Antonio, hurt him not ; I am the wrong'd Alonzo, 
And this a perfect Stranger to the bufinefs, 
Who feeing me appear lefs Man than he, 
And unacquainted with my Deeds abroad, 
In Bounty takes my Name and Quarrel on him. 

Alon. Take heed young Man, and keep thy Virtue in, 
Left thus mifguided it become a Crime. 
But thou, he fays, haft wrong*d Hippolyta, [To Antonio. 
And I am he muft punifh it. 

Hip. Sure it is he indeed 

For fuch a Miracle my Brother rendered him, [AJide. 

Hold, hold, thou Wonder of thy Sex [They fight. 

Alon. Stand by, I fhall be angry with thee elfe, 

And that will be unfafe 

[As Alonzo fights with one Hand, he keeps her off 
with f other ; Jhe preffes fiill forward on Antonio 
with her Sword, indeavouring to keep back Alonzo. 
Enter to them Marcel. 
Mar. Sure I heard the Noife of Swords this way ! 

[Draws. 

Hah, 
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Hah, two againft one ! Courage, Sir. [To Antonio. 

{They fight all four. Marcel with Hippolyta whom he 
wounds -, and Alonzo with Antonio, who is dif armed. 

Hip. Good Heaven, how juft thou art ! 

Mar. What, doft thou faint already ? — Hah, the pret- 
ty talking Youth I faw but now ! 

{Runs to her, and holds her tip. 
Alas, how doft thou ? 

Hip. Well, fmce thy Hand has wounded me— 

Ant. My Life is yours, nor would I ask the Gift, 
But to repair my Injuries to Hippolyta. 

A Ion. I give it thee— — [Gives him his Sword. 

Mar. How," Antonio 1 

What unkind Hand has rob'd me of the juftice 
Of killing thee ? 

Alon. His that was once thy Friend, Marcel. 

Mar. Oh ! doft thou know my Shame? [Turns away. 

Alon. I know thou art falfe to Friendfhip, 
And therefore do demand mine back again, thou'ft us'd 
it fcurvily. 

Mar. Thou know'ft too much to think Fve injured 
thee. 

Alon. Not injured me ! Who was it promis'd me Hip- 
polyta ? 
Who his Alliance, and his Friendfhip too ? 
And who has broke them all, but thou perfidious ? 
Come, 'tis Hippolyta that I demand. 

Mar. By this he fhould not know my Sifter's Shame. 

[Afide. 
Oh, Sir, you muft not have Hippolyta. 

Alon. How ! not have Hippolyta ! 
Tho every Step were guarded by a Brother, 
Tho fhe were circled round about with Rivals, 
Ye fhould not all have Power to keep her from me. 

Not have Hippolyta I 

'Sdeath, Sir, becaufe I do not know my Birth, 
And cannot boaft a little empty Title, 

I muft not have Hippolyta. 

Now I will have her ; and when you know I can, 
You fhall petition me to marry her. 

And 
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And yet I will not do't. Come, Sir [Offers to fight. 

Hip. Hold, hold brave Man, or turn your Sword on 
me, 
I'm the unhappy Caufe of all your Rage ; 
'Tis I, generous Alonzo, that can tell you 
What he's afham'd to own, 
And thou wilt blufh to hear. 

Mar. Hippolyta ! thou wretched wicked Woman : 

Thus I reward thy Sins 

[Offers to kill her, Antonio Jlefis between. 

Ant. Hold, Sir, and touch her not without my leave, 
She is my Wife ; by facred Vows my Wife. 

A Ion. I underftand no riddling ; but whoever thou be'fl, 

Man or Woman, thou'rt worth our Care 

She faints come let us bear her hence. 

[She faints, Antonio kneels to her. 

Ant. Oh flay Hippolyta, and take me with thee, 
For IVe no ufe of Life when thou art gone. [ Weeps. 

Here kill me, brave Marcel ; and yet you need not 

My own Remorfe, and Grief will be fufhcient. 

Mar. I credit thee, and leave thee to their Mercy. 

Hip. That Goodnefs, Sir, has call'd me back to Life, 
to pay my humble Thanks ; could you have Mercy too, 

to pardon me you might redeem my Soul. 

Mar. Some Pity I have yet, that may preferve thee 
too, 
Provided this Repentance be not feign'd. 

Ant. My Life, Sir, is Security for both. 

Mar. Doubt not, 111 take the Forfeit, Sir — Come Hip- 
polyta, 
Thy Father's Houfe fhall once again receive thee. 

Ant. Lean on my Arm, my deareft. 

Mar. Sir, by the way, I'll let you know her Story, 
And then perhaps you will not blame my Friendfhip. 

Alon. And in return, I'll give you back Clarinda 

And beg your Pardon for the Wound I gave you. 

[Exeunt, leading Hippolyta. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

A Garden. 

Enter Cleonte, Clarinda weeping, Dormida and Francifca. 

Cleo. T^Ear not, I'll ufe my Interefl both with your Mo- 

jT ther and my Father, to fet your Heart at reft, 
Whofe Pain I feel by fomething in my own. 

Clar. The Gods reward your Bounty, fair Cleonte. 

Dor. I, I, Madam, I befeech you make our Peace 
with my good Lady her Mother, whatsoever becomes of 
the reft, for fhe'll e'en die with Grief — [ Weeps. 

She had but two fair Pledges of her Nuptial Bed, 
And both by cruel Fate are ravilht from her. 
Manuel a Child was loft, 

And this not holy Relicks were more ftricTly guarded, 
Till falfe Marcel betray'd me to debauch her. 

[ Weeps aloud. 

Cleo. Alas, had you a Brother once ? [To Clarinda. , 

Clar. Madam, I might have had : but he was loft e'er 
I was born. 

Cleo. Ah ! would my Silvio had been fo. \Afide. 

By what ftrange Accident, Clarinda ? 

Dorm. Madam, I can inform you befl. 

[Puts herf elf between. 

Cleo. Do then, Dormida. 

Dorm. Madam, you muft know, my Lady Oclavia, 
for that's her name, was in her Youth the very Flower of 
Beauty and Vertue : Oh fuch a Face and Shape ! had you 

but feen her And tho I fay it, Madam, I thought my 

felf too fomebody then. 

Clar. Thou art tedious : Madam, 'tis true my Mother 
had the Reputation of both thofe Attractions, which gain'd 
her many Lovers : amongft the reft, Don Manuel, and 
Don Alonzo, were mod worthy her Efteem. 

Don. Ay, Madam, Don Alonzo, there was a Man for 
you, fo obliging and fo bountiful — Well, I'll give you 

Argu- 
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Argument of both to me : for you mud know I was a 
Beauty then, and worth obliging. [Puts herf elf between. 
And he was the Man my Lady lov'd, tho Don Manuel 
were the richer : but to my own Story — 

Cleo. Forward Clarinda. 

Clar. But as it moft times happens, 
We marry where our Parents like, not we ; 
My Mother was difpos'd of to Don Manuel. 

Dor* Ay, Madam ; but had you feen Don Alonzds Rage, 
and how my Lady took this Disappointment — But I who 
was very young, and very pretty, as I told you before 

Clar. Forbear, Madam ; 'tis true, 
Alonzo was so far tranfported, 
That oft he did attempt to kill my Father ; 
But bravely tho, and flill he was prevented : 
But when at the Intreaties of my Mother, 
The King confin'd my Father, 
Alonzo then ftudy'd a new Revenge ; 
And thinking that my Father's Life depended 
Upon a Son he had, fcarce a Year old, 
He did defign to fteal him ; and one Evening, 
When -with the Nurfe and Maid he took the Air, 
This defperate Lover feiz'd the fmiling Prize, 
Which never fince was heard of. 

Cleo. I guefs the Grief the Parents muft fuftain. 

Dor. It almoft caus'd their Deaths ; nor did kind Hea- 
ven 
Supply them with another till long after, 
Unhappy this was born : 

Which jufl her Father liv'd to fee, and dy'd. [ Weeps, 

Then fhe was Daughter, Son and Husband too, 
To her afflicted Mother : But as I told you, Madam, I 
was then in my Prime 

Clar. " Now, Madam, judge what her Defpair mull be, 
Who is deprived of all her Joys in me. [ Weeps. 

Cleo. Francifca, fee who it is that knocks fo haftily. 

[One knocks. 

Franc. Oh, Madam, 'tis Don Marcel leading a wound- 
ed Man. 

Cleo. Oh my Fears, 'tis Silvio \ 

Franc 
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Franc. Tis not Don Silvio. 
Enter Marcel, leading Hippolyta wounded, followed by 
Alonzo and Pedro. 

Cleo. Alas, what Youth is this you lead all bleeding ? 

Mar. One that deferves your Care ; where's my Father ? 

Cleo. Not yet returned. 

Mar. 'Tis well ; and you, Sir, I muft confine till I 
know how to fatisfy my Honour, and that of my wronged 
Sifter. [To Antonio. 

Ant. The holy Man will foon decide our Difference : 
Pray fend for one, and reconcile us all. 

Hip. I fear, Antonio, ftill thou dofl diffemble. 

Ant. So let me find Forgivenefs when I die, 
If any fear of Death have wrought this change, 
But a pure Senfe of all my Wrongs to thee, 
Knowing thy conflant Love, and Virtue to me. 

Mar. I will fecure your fear Francifca, fend for 

Father Jofefth to me, and conduct thefe Gentlemen to the 
Lodgings next the Garden. 

{Exeunt Francifca, Antonio and Hippolyta. 

A Ion. Prithee Marcel, are thee and I awake, or do 
we dream ? thou, that thou art in thy Father's Houfe ; 
and I, that I fee thofe two fair Women there ? Pray love- 
ly Fugitive, how came you hither ? [To Clarinda. 

Mar. I thought thou wert miftaken ; 
'Twas Silvio brought her hither, that falfe Man. 
But how came you to know her ? 

Alon. Know her ! 'slife I queftion my Senfe. 
Pray Lady, are you Flefh and Blood ? [To Cleonte. 

Cleo. Yes furely, Sir ; for 'twere pity you fhould have 
beftow'd your Heart on a Shadow, and I well remember 
you gave it one of us laft Night. 

Alon. A Dream, a Dream ! but are you indeed the 
fame fair Perfon, and is this the fame Houfe too ? 

Cleo. I am afraid your Heart's not worth the keeping, 
fmce you took no better notice where you difpos'd of it. 

Alon. Faith, Madam, you wrong a poor Lover, who 
has languifh'd in fearch of it all this live-long day. 

Cleo. Brother, I befeech you, receive the innocent 

Clarinda, who, I fear, will have the greatefl Caufe of 

Complaint againft you. [To Marcel. Gives him to Clarinda. 

N Alon. 
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A Ion, But pray, fair one, let you and I talk a little 
about that fame Heart you put me in mind of juft now. 

[To Cleonte, with whom hefeems to talk. 

Fed. Surely that's my old Miftrefs Dormida ; twenty 
years has not madefo great an Alteration in that ill-favour'd 
Face of hers, but I can find a Lover there. 

[Goes to her, they feem to talk earnejlly, and 
fometimes file afantly , pointing to Clarinda. 

Mar. Enough Clarinda : I'm too well convinc'd, 
Would thou hadfl ftill remain'd a Criminal. 
Now how can I reward thy Faith and Love ? 

Clar. I know, Marcel, it is not in thy Power, 
Thy faithlefs Story I'm acquainted with. 

Mar. Do not reproach me with my Shame, Clarinda. 
'Tis true, to gain thee to confent to my Defires, 
I made an honourable Pretence of loving. 
Pardon a Lover all the ways he takes 
To gain a Miftrefs fo belov'd and fair. 
But I have fmce repented of that Sin, 
And came lafl Night for thy Forgivenefs too. 

Fed. This is News indeed ; 'tis fit I keep this Secret .no 
longer from my M after. Don Manuel being dead, my 
Vow's expir'd. [A/lde.] [Pedro goes to Alonzo. 

Clar. And do you mean no more to love me then ? 

Mar. In fpite of me, above my Senfe or Being. 

Clar. And yet you'll marry Flavia. 

Mar. Againfl my Will I mufl, or lofe a Father. 

Clar. Then I mufl die, Marcel. 

Mar. Do not unman my Soul, it is too weak 
To bear the Weight of fair Clarindds Tears. [ Weeps. 

A Ion. Why was this Secret kept from me fo long? 

Fed. I was obliged by Vow, Sir, to Don Alonzo, 
my dead M after, not to reftore you till Don Manuel's 
Death ; believing it a Happinefs too great for his Rival, 
for fo he was upon your Mother's fcore. 

A Ion. Have I a Mother living? 

Fed. Here in Madrid, Sir, and that fair Maid's your 
Sifter. [Pointing to Clarinda. 

Alon. I fcarce can credit thee, but that I know thee 
honeft. 

Fed. 
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Ped. To confirm that belief, Sir, here are the Writings 
of twelve Thoufand Crowns a Year, left you by your 
Fofler-Father the brave Alonzo, whofe Name he gave 
you too. [Gives him Papers, he reads. 

A Ion. I am convinced — How now Marcel, what all in 
Tears ? why, who the Devil would love in earnefl ? 
Come, come, make me Judge between you. 

Mar. You'll foon decide it then, my Heart's Cla- 
rindds ; 
But my forc'd Vows are given to another. 

Alon. Vows ! doft think the Gods regard the Vows of 
Lovers ? they are things made in neceffity, and ought 
not to be kept, nor punifh'd when broken ; if they were 

Heaven have mercy on me poor Sinner. 

Enter Ambrofio. 

Mar. My Father returned ! . 
[Bows, and goes to him, and then leads Alonzo to him. 
Sir, this is the gallant Man that was defign'd to be your 
Son-in-Law. 

Amb. And that you were not fo, Sir, was my misfor- 
tune only. 

Alon. I am glad to find it no flight to my Perfon, 
Or unknown Quality that deprived me of that Honour. 

Mar. To convince you of that, Alonzo, I know my 
Father will bellow this other Sifter on you ; more fair and 
young, and equally as rich. [Ambrofio calls Marcel afcde. 

Alon. How, his Sifter ! Fool, that I was, I could not 
guefs at "this ; and now have I been lying and fwearing all 
this while how much I lov'd her. Well, take one time 
with another, a Man falls into more Danger by this amo- 
rous Humour, then he gets good turns by it. 

Mar. Pardon me, Sir, I knew not you had defign'd 
her elfewhere Dear Alonzo, my Father 

Alon. Ay, Sir,- I am much oblig'd to him. Oh Pox 
would I were well with Euphemia. 

Mar. I proteft I could wifh • 

Alon. Ay, fo could I, Sir, that you had made a better 
Judgment of my Humour : All mull out, I have no 
other way to avoid this Compliment elfe. Why look ye 

Marcel Your Sifter is — Pox I am ill at Diffimulation, 

N 2 and 
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and therefore in plain Terms, I am to be married this 
very Evening to another. 

Mar. This was happy, and has fav'd me an Excufe. 

[Afide. 
But are you in earneft, Sir? How is it poffible, being fo 
lately come into Madrid! 

A Ion. Deftiny, Deftiny, Marcel r which there was no 
avoiding, tho I mift of Hipftolyta* 

Mar. Who is it, prithee ? 

A Ion. A Woman I hope, of which indeed I would 
have been better affur'd ; but fhe was wilful. She's 
caird Euphemia. 

Mar. Our next Neighhour, the Daughter of old Carlo. 

A I on. The fame. 

Mar. Thou art happy to make fo good a Progrefs in 
fo fhort a time, but I am — : — 

Alon. Not fo miferable as you believe. Come, come, • 
you fhall marry Clarinda. 

Mar. ; Tis impoffible. 

Alon. Where's the hindrance ? 

Mar. Her want of Fortune ; that's enough, Friend. 

Alon. Stand by and expect the beft — [Goes to Ambrofio. 
Sir, I have an humble Suit to you. 

Amb. I fhall be infinitely pleas'd you could ask me any 
thing in my Power; but, Sir, this Daughter I had difpos'd 
of, before I knew you would have mift of Hippolyta. 

Alon. Luckier than I expected. [Afide, 

Sir, that was an Honour I could not merit, and am con- 
tented with my Fate : But my Requeft is, that you would 
receive into your Family a Sifter of mine, whom I would 
beftow on Don Marcel. 

Mar, Hah, what mean you, Sir ? a Sifter of yours ? 

Alon. Yes, fhe will not be unwelcome — This is fhe. 

Amb. This is the Daughter to Oclavia Her Mother 

was a Lady whom once Idid adore, and 'twas her fault fhe 
was not more happy with me, than with Don Manuel. 
Nor have I fo wholly forgot that Flame, but I might be 
iuclin'd to your Propofal : But, Sir, fhe wants a Fortune., 

Alon. That Til fupply. 

Mar. You fupply, Sir ? On what kind Score, I pray ? 

Alon. 
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A Ion. That which you'll fuffer without being jealous, 
when you fhall know fhe is indeed my Sifter. 

Clar. How ! this brave Man my Brother? 

Alon. So they tell me, and that my Name is Manuel. 
Had you not fuch a Brother ? 

Dor. Oh ye Gods, is this the little Manuel? 

Ped. Yes Dormida, and for a farther Proof fee this. 

[Opens his Mafier^s Bofom, andjhews a Crucifix. 

Dor. This I remember well, it is Don Manuel : 

Pray let me look upon you : Juft like my Lord 

Now may the Soul of Don Alonzo reft in Peace, 
For making fo hopeful a Man of you. 

Alon. Amen. But, Sir, if you approve of my Sifter, 
I'll make her as worthy of Marcel, as Flavia. 

A7nb. I've loft the Hopes of her She's not to be 

reconcil'd. [Afide. 

Clarinda needs no more than to belong to you, 

To make her valuable and I confent with Joy. 

{Gives her to Marcel. 

Mar. And I with Joys unutterable take her. 

Alon. Pedro, there refts no more than that you wait on 
my Mother, and let her know all that has happened to my 
felf and Sifter, and that Til pay my Duty to her e'er I fleep. 

Dor. The very Joy to find her Son again, will get 
my Pardon too : and then perhaps Pedro and I may re- 
new our old Amours. 

Alon. Sir, I have another requeft to make. 

Amb. You muft command, Sir. 

Alon. That is, that you will permit this fair Company to 
honour me this Evening at my Father-in-law's, Don Carlo. 

Amb. How, has Don Carlo married the Lady Oclavia ? 

Alon. No, Sir, but a worfe matter than that, I am to 
marry his Daughter. 

Amb. Oh, Sir, Euphemia has too much Beauty and 
Virtue to make you doubt your Happinefs. 

Alon. Well, Sir, I muft venture that. But your Com- 
pany I'll expect, the Ladies may clap on their Vizards, 
and make a mafquerading Night on't : tho fuch Freedoms 
are not very ufual in Spain, we that have feen the World, 
may abfolve one another. 

N 3 Amb, 
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Amb. My Garden joins to that of Don Carlo, and that 
way we will wait on you, as foon as I have difpatcht a 
fmall Affair. 

A Ion. Your humble fervant, Sir. 

[Goes out ; Ambrofio the other way. 

Mar. Sifter, go you and prepare my Father to receive 
Hippolyta, whilft I go fee them married. 

[Exeunt Cleonte and Clarinda. 
[Marcel paffmg over the Garden, fees Silvio enter 
in Paffion, followed by Francifca. 

Silv. Do not Francifca — do not blow my Flame, 
The Cure thou bring'ft is much the greater Hell. 

[Offers to go, bnt flops. 

Mar. Hah, Silvio / unfeen IT1 hear the Bufmefs. 

[Goes afide. 

Silv. I would fain fhun thee, but this impious Weight 
Of Love upon my Soul hinders my flight : 

I'm fixt like confcious Guilt it keeps me here, 

And I am now infenfible of Fear. 

Speak on, thou Meffenger of facred Love — fpeak on. 

Franc. The fair Cleonte, Sir, whofe Soul's inflam'd 
No lefs than yours ; tho with a virgin Modefty 
She would conceal it, pitying now your Pain, 
Has thro my Interceffion 

Silv. Oh quickly fpeak ! What Happinefs defign'd me ? 

Franc. To admit you, Sir, this Night into her Chamber. 

Mar. Death to my Soul ! What's this ? [Afide. 

Silv. Her Chamber ? is that all ? will that allay this Fe- 
in my Blood — No, no, Francifca, (ver 
; Tis grown too high for amorous Parleys only ; 
Her Arms, her charming Bofom, and tier Bed, 
Muft now receive me ; or I die, Francifca. 

Franc. I mean no other, Sir ; why can you think 
A Maid in love as much as you can be, 
Affifled with the filence of the Night, 

(Which veils her Blufhes too) can fay 1 dare not ? 

Or if fhe do, fhe'll fpeak it faintly o'er, 
And even whilft fhe fo denies will yield. 
Go, go prepare your felf for this Encounter. 
And do not dally as you did to day, 

And 
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And fright your Pleafure with the Name of Sifter — 

Mar. Oh curfed Witch ! [Afide. 

Franc. What fay you, Sir ? 

Silv. That Name has checked my Joy 

And makes it ftrangely filent and imperfect. [ Walks away. 
Franc. Why do you go, before you anfwer me ? 

[Follows him into the Garden. 
Mar. I'll follow him, and kill them. 

[Comes out with a Dagger. 
Oh who would be allied unto a Woman, 
Nature's loofe Handy- Work ? the flight Imploys 
Of all her wanton Hours ? — Oh I could rave now — 
Abandon Senfe and Nature. 

Hence all confiderate Thoughts, and in their Room, 
Supply my Soul with Vengeance, that may prove 
Too great to be allay'd by Nature, or by Love. 

[Goes into the Garden after them. 
Enter again Silvio melancholy, follow' d by Francifca. 
Franc. But will you lofe this Opportunity, 
Her Lodgings too being fo near your own ? 

Silv. Hell take her for her Wickednefs. 
Oh that ten thoufand Mountains flood between us, 
And Seas as vaft and raging as her Luft, 

That we might never meet- Oh perfect Woman ! 

I find there is no fafety in thy Sex ; 
No trufling to thy Innocence : 
That being counterfeit, thy Beauty's gone, 
Dropt like a Rofe o'er-blown ; 
And left thee nothing but a wither'd Root, 
That never more can bloom. 
Franc. Alas, I fear I have done ill in this. [Afide. 

Silv. I now mould hate her : but there yet remains 
Something within, fo ftrangely kind to her, 
That Fm refolv'd to give her one proof more, 
Of what I have vow'd her often ; yes, I'll kill her — 
Franc. How, kill her, Sir ? Gods, what have I done ! 

[Afide. 
Silv. Yes, can I let her live, and fay I lov'd her ? 
No, fhe mall tempt no more vain yielding Man. 
Franc. Confider, Sir, it is to fave your Life fhe does it. 
N 4 Silv. 
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Silv. My Life ! 
'Twere better fhe and I were buried 
Quick in one Grave, than fhe fhould fall to this, 
She has out-fmn ? d even me in this Confent. 

[Enter Marcel from among fi the Trees f of tly 
with his Dagger behind Silvio. 

Mar. Oh, here they are 

Franc. My Lord, defend your felf, you are undone elfe. 
Silv. Hah, Marcel / [Draws. 

Franc. Help, help. 
Mar. Hell take thy Throat. 

Enter Ambrofio, Clarinda, Cleonte, and the reft 
of the Houfe. 
Amb. Hold Villain, hold. 
Hou darTt thou thus rebel — ungrateful Wretch ? 

Mar. This caufe, Sir, is fo juft, that when you hear it, 
You'll curfe me, that I let him live thus long : 
He loves my Sifter, Sir ; and that leud Woman 
Repays his Luftful Flame, and does this Evening 

Invite him to her Bed Oh, let me kill him. 

[Offers to go to him. 
Amb. That he mould love Cleonte 111 allow, 
And her returns too, whilft they are innocent. 
Mar. But, Sir, he does not love her as a Sifter. 
Amb. If that be all his Crime, I Hill forgive him. 
Silv. Yes, Sir, 7 tis true, I do adore my Sifter, 
But am fo far from that foul thing he nam'd, 
That could I think I had a fecret Thought 

That tended that way, I would fearch it thus 

[Goes to flab himfelf. 
Cleo.. What mean you by this Defperation ? 
Silv. Oh, take away this Woman from my fight. 

[Pointing to Cleonte. 
For fhe will finifh what this has ill begun. 

[Holds his Dagger up. 
Franc. Thus low, Sir, for your Mercy I muft kneel ; 

{Kneels. 
Which yet I muft defpair of, when you know 
How very wicked I have been. [Weeps. 

Cleonte, Sir, is chafte as Angels are.. 

Silv. 
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Silv. My Sifter innocent ! how foon I do believe thee ! 

Franc, Yes, Sir, nor knows of that vile Meffage which 
I brought you. 

Silv. What Devil fet thee on to tempt me then ? 

Franc. The worfl of Devils, hopelefs, raging Love ; 
And you my Lord, were the unhappy Object. 

Mar. Oh finful Woman, what was thy Defign ? 

Cleo. What means all this ? [Afide. 

Franc. At leaft to have enjoy'd him once ; which done, 
Thinking that it had been the fair Cleonte, 
It would have made him hate her. 

Silv. Should all thy other Sins be unrepented, 
The Piety of this Confeffion faves thee. 
Pardon, Cleonte, my rude Thoughts of thee, 

[Kneels, JJie takes him up. 

I had defign'd to have kilPd thee — : 

Had not this Knowledge of thy Innocence 

Arriv'd before I had feen thee next. 

And Sir, your Pardon too I humbly beg ; [To Ambrofio. 

With licenfe to depart, I cannot live 

Where I muft only fee my beauteous Sifter ; 

That Torment is too great to be fupported, 

That ftill muft laft, and never hope a Cure. 

Amb. Since you are fo refolv'd, I will unfold 
A Secret to you, that perhaps may pleafe you. 

Silv. Low at your Feet I do implore it, Sir. [Kneels. 

Amb. Your Quality forbids this Ceremony. 

[Takes him tip. 

Silv. How, Sir ! 

Amb. Your Father was the mighty Favourite, the Count 
d'Olivarez ; your Mother, Spain's celebrated Beauty, Don- 
na Margarita Spiniola, by whom your Father had two 
natural Sons, Don Lovis de Harro, and your felf Don Ro- 
derigo. The Story of his Difgrace, you know, with all 
the World ; 'twas then he being banifht from the Court, 
he left you to my Care then very young. I receiv'd you 
as my own, and as more than fuch educated you, and as 
your Father oblig'd me to do, brought you always up a- 
bout their Majefties ; for he hoped, if you had Beauty 
and Merits, you might inherit part of that Glory he loft. 

18 V o L. I. N 5 Mar. 
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Mar. This is wondrous. 

Amb. This Truth you had not known fo foon, had 
you not made as great an Intereft at Court as any Man 
fo young ever did, and if I had not acquitted my felf in 
all Points as became the Friend of fo great and brave a Man, 
as Count d'Olivarez : the Fortune he left you was two 
Millions of Crowns. 

Silv. Let me embrace your feet for this bleft News. 
Is not the fair Cleonte then my Sifter? 

Amb. No, Sir, but one whom long fmce I defign'd 
your Wife, if you are pleased to think her worthy of it. 

[Offers her. 

Silv. Without her, Sir, I do defpife my Being ; and 
do receive her as a Bleffmg fent from Heaven to make 
my whole Life happy. 

Amb. What fay you, Cleonte? 

Cleo. Sir, I muft own a Joy greater than is fit for a 
Virgin to exprefs. 

Mar. Generous Don Roderigo, receive me as your 
Friend, and pardon all the Fault you found in me as a 
Brother. • [Embraces him. 

Silv. Be ever dear unto my Soul, Marcel. 

Mar. Now is the time to prefent Hippolyta and Antonio 
to my Father, whilft his Humour is fo good. And you, 
dear Brother, I muft beg to join with us info jufia Caufe. 

Silv. You need not doubt my Power, and lefs my Will. 

Mar. Do you prepare him then, whilft I bring them 
in : for by this , I know my Confeffor has made them 
one. [Exit Marcel. 

Silv. Sir, I've a Suit to you. 

Amb. You cannot ask what I can deny. 

Silv. Hippolyta, Sir, is married to Antonio, 
And humbly begs your Pardon for her pall fault. 

Amb. Antonio and Hippolyta / oh name them not. 

Enter Antonio and Hippolyta, a Fryar, and Marcel. 

Mar. Pray, Sir, forgive them, your Honour being fafe, 
Since Don Antonio has by marrying her, 
Repaired the Injury he did us all, 
Without which I had kilPd him. 

Amb. Thou art by Nature more fevere than I, 

And 
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And if thou think'ft our Honour fatisfy'd, 
I will endeavour to forget their Faults. 

Ant. We humbly thank you, Sir, and beg your Bleffmg. 
At least bellow it on Hippolyta ; 
For fhe was ever chafte, and innocent, 
And acted only what became her Duty ; 
Since by a facred Vow fhe was my Wife. 

Amb. How cam'ft thou then to treat her fo inhumanly ? 

Ant. In pure revenge to Don Marcel her Brother, 
Who forc ; d my Nature to a ftubbornnefs, 
Which whilft I did put on, I blufh to own ; 
And ftill between Thoughts fo unjuft, and Action, 
Her Virtue would rife up and check my Soul, 
Which ftill fecur'd her Fame. 

Hip. And I have feen in midft of all thy Anger, 
Thou'ft turned away, and changed thy Words to Sighs ; 
Dropt now and then a Tear, as if afham'd, 
Not of thy Injuries, but my little Merit. 

Amb. How weak and eafy Nature makes me — Rife, 
I muft forgive you both. 
Come, Sir, I know you long to be fecur'd 
Of what you fay you love fo much, Cleonte. 

Franc. But, Madam, have you fully pardon'd me ? 

Silv. We will all join in your behalf, Francifca. 

Cleo. I can forgive you, when you can repent. {Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Carlo'.? Houfe. 

Enter Olinda ^^Dorice. 

Olin. But is the Bride-Chamber dreft up, and the Bed 
made as it ought to be ? 

Dor. As for the making, 'tis as it ufe to be, only the 
Velvet Furniture. 

Olin. As it ufe to be ? Oh ignorance ! I fee thefe young 
Wenches are not arrived yet to bare Imagination : Well 
I muft order it my felf, I fee that. 

Dor, Why, Olinda, I hope they will not go juft to 
Bed upon their marrying, without fome figns of a Wed- 
ding, as Fiddles, and Dancing, and fo forth. 

Olin. Good Lord, what Joys you have found out for 

the 
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the firft Night of a young Bride and Bridegroom. Fid- 
dles and Dancing, ha, ha, ha ! they'll be much merrier 
by themfelves, than Fiddles and Dancing can make them, 
you Fool. 

Enter Haunce and Gload. 
Blefs me ! what is't I fee ! [Stares on Haunce. 

Hau. Why ! what the Devil means fhe ? look about 
me Gload, and fee what I have that's fo terrible. 

Olin. Oh, I have no Power to flir, it is a Sprite. 

Hau. What does fhe mean now, Gload? 

Glo. She defires to be fatisfy'd whether we be Flefh and 
Blood, Sir, I believe. 

Hau. Do'ft fee nothing that's Devil- wife about me ? 

Glo. No, indeed, Sir, not I. 

Hau. Why then the Wench is tippled, that's all, afmall 
Fault. 

Olin. O, in the name of Goodnefs, Sir, what are you ? 

Glo. Ay, Ay, Sir, 'tis that fhe defires to know. 

Olin. Who are you, Sir ? 

Hau. Why who Ihould I be, but he that's to be your 
Matter anon ? 

Glo. Yes, who mould he be but Myn heer Haunce van 
Ezel? 

Olin. What, did you come in at the Door ? 

Hau. Yes marry did I ; what do you think I creep in 
like a Lapland Witch through the Key-holes ? 

Dor. Nay, nay, this cannot be the Bridegroom. 

Olin. No, for 'tis but a moment fince we left him, you 
know, in my Lady's Chamber. 

Hau. Very drunk, by this good Light. 

Dor. And therefore it cannot be Myn heer Haunce. 

Hau. What the Devil will you perfuade me out of my 
Chriflian Name ? 

Olin. The Prieft has yet fcarce done his Office, who 
is marrying him above to my Lady. 

Hau. Salerimente, here's brave doing, to marry me. 
and never give me notice ; or thou art damnable drunk, 
or very mad. 

Glo. Yes, and I am married to you too, am I not ? 

[To Olinda 
Olin. 
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Olin. You ? we know neither of you. 

Hau. Ha, ha, ha, here's a turn for you. 
Enter Carlo. 

Car. Why, Olinda, Dorice, Olinda, where be thefe 
mad Girls ? 7 tis almoft Night, and nothing in Order. 
Why, what now ? Who's here ? 

Hau. So the old Man's poffefl too — Why, what a De- 
vil ails you, Sir? {Goes roughly to him. 

Car. From whence come you, Sir? and what are 
you? 

Hau. Gload, let's be gone, for we mall be transmi- 
grated into fome ftrange 'Shapes anon, for all the Houfe 
is inchanted. Who am I, quoth ye ? before I came you 
all knew me ; and now you are very well acquainted 
with me, you, have forgot me. 
. Car. If you be my Son Haunce, how came you here ? 

Hau. If I be your Son Haunce, where mould I be 
elfe? 

Car. Above with your Wife, not below amongft the 
Maids. 

Hau. What Wife? what Wife? Ha, ha, ha, do not 
provoke me, left I take you a flap in the Face, I tell you 
that now. 

Car. Oh, I find-by his Humour this is he, and I am 
finely cheated and abus'd. I'll up and know the Truth. 

[Exit. 

Hau. And fo will I. [Follows. 

Glo. Why, but Miftrefs Olinda, you have not, indeed, 
forgot me, have you ? 

Olin. For my Lover I have, but perhaps I may call 
you to mind, as my Servant hereafter. 

Glo. Since you are fo proud and fo fickle, you fhall 
ftand hereafter as a Cypher with me ; and I'll begin upon 
a new Account with this pretty Maid : what fay you for- 
footh ? 

Dor. I am willing enough to get a Husband as young 
as I am. 

Glo. Why, that's well faid, give your Hand upon the 

Bargain God-a-Mercy, with all my Heart i'faith. 

[Scene draws off, dif covers a Chamber. Enter A- 
lonzo, Euphemia, and Lovis ; to them Carlo, 
Haunce, and the reft. Car. 
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Car. Oh, I am cheated, undone, abus'd. 

Lov. How, Sir, and where ? 
[Hauncey^i* Alonzo dreji like him, goes gazing about 
him, and on him/elf, calling Gload to do the fame. 

Car. Nay, I know not how, or where ; but fo I am : 
and when I find it, I'll turn you all out of Doors. Who 
are you, Sir ? quickly tell me. 

Alon. If you be in fuch hafte, take the fhorteft Ac- 
count, I am your Son. 

Car. I mean, Sir, what/s your Name, and which of 
you is Haunce van Ezel? 

Hau. Ay, which of us is Haunce van Ezel ? tell us that, 
Sir ; we fhall handle ye i'faith now 

Alon. He, Sir, can beft inform you. . 

{Pointing to Haunce. 

Hau. Who, I ! I know no more than the great Turk, 
not I, which of us is me ; my Hat, my Feather, my Suit, 
and my Garniture all over faith now ; and I believe this 
is me, for I'll trufl my Eyes before any other Senfe about 
me. What fay'ft thou now, Gload? guefs which of us is 
thy own natural M after now if thou canfl. 

Glo. Which, Sir? why let me fee let me 

fee, {Turns them both about. 

fakes, I cannot tell, Sir. 

Car. Come, come, the Cheat is plain, and I'll not be 
fobb'd off, therefore tell me who you are, Sir. 

{To Alonzo. 

Alon. One that was very unwilling to have put this 
Trick upon you, if I could have perfuaded Euphemia to 
have heen kind on any other Terms, but nothing would 
down with her but Matrimony. 

Car. How long have you known her? 

Alon. Faith, Sir, too long by at leaft an Hour. 

Car. I fay again, what are you, Sir? 

Alon. A Man I am, and they call me Alonzo. 

Car. How ! I hope not the great fighting Colonel, 
whom my Son ferv'd as a Voluntier in Flanders. 

Alon. Even he, Sir. 

Car. Worfe and worfe, I fhall grow mad, to think 
that in fpite of all my Care, Euphemia fhould marry 
with fo notorious a Man of War. 

Hau. 
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Hau. How ! is this Alonzo, and am I cozen'd ? pray 
tell me truly, are you not me indeed ? 

Alon. All over, Sir, only the infide a little lefs Fool. 

Hau. So here's fine juggling are not you a rare 

Lady, hah ? [To Euphemia ; crys. 

Euph. I affure you, Sir, if this Man had not paft for 
you, I had never had him. 

Hau. Had him ! Oh, you are a flattering thing, I durft 
ha' fworn you could no more ha' been without me, than, 
a Barber's Shop without a Fiddle, fo I did : Oh, what 
a damnable Voyage have I back again without a Wife 
too [Crys again. 

Lov. If that be all, we'll get you one before you go ; 
that fhall be my care. 

Hau. A Pox of your care : well, I will get my felf 
moft foundly drunk to Night, to be reveng'd of thefe 
two damnable Dons. Come Gload, let us about fome- 
thing in order to't. [Exit. 

Euph. Pray, Sir, be perfuaded, he's worth your own- 
ing. 

Car. Tell not me of owning ; what Fortune has he ? 

Lov. His Horfe and Arms, the Favour of his Prince, 
and his Pay. 

Car. His Horfe and Arms I wholly diflike, as Imple- 
ments of War ; and that fame Princely Favour, as you 
call it, will buy no Lands ; and his Pay he fhall have 
when he can get it. 

Lov. But, Sir, his coming to Madrid was to take pof- 
feffion of a Place the Prince has promis'd him. 

Car. Has promis'd him ? what ! I fhall marry my 
Daughter to the Promifes of e'er a Prince in Chri/lendom, 
fhall I ? No, no ; Promifes, quoth ye ? 

Alon. Well, Sir, will this fatisfy you ? 

[Gives him a Parchment. 
Euph. If it mould not, let us confider what next to 
do. 

Alon. No confideration, Euphemia ; not fo much as 
that we are married, left it leffen our Joys. 

Car. Twelve -thoufand Crowns a Year ! -Sir, I cry 

you mercy, and wifh you joy with my Daughter. 

Lov. 
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Lov. So his Courage will down with him now. 

A Ion. To fatisfy you farther, Sir, read this. 

[Gives him another Paper. 
And now, Euphemia, prepare your felf to receive fome 
gallant Friends of mine, whom you muft be acquainted 
with, and who defign to make a merry Night on ? t. 

Euph. A whole Night, Alonzo ? 

Alon. By no means Euphemia, for the firft too, which 
if the thoughts of its being part of my Duty do not hin- 
der, will be pleafant enough to me. 

Car. So confiderable an Office at Court too ! — — 
Let me imbrace you, Sir ; and tell you how happy I am 
in fo brave Son-in-law. 

Alon. With that affurance, Sir, Til take a more than 
ordinary freedom with you, and teach Euphemia a franker 
way of living, than what a native Spaniard would have 
allowed her. 

Car. She fha-11 be what fort of Wife you'll have her. 
Enter Servant, after a noife of Mufick. 

Alon. What Mufick's that ? 

Serv. It waits upon fome Ladies and Gentlemen who 
ask for you, Sir. 

Alon. Wait them in, they are thofe Friends, of mine 
I told you of. [He goes and brings them in. 

Enter Marcel and Clarinda, Silvio and Cleonte, Anto- 
nio and Hippolyta, Dormida and Francifca ; all fa- 
lute Euphemia. 

Enter Haunce and Gload in Mafquerade to the Com- 
pany, Olinda and Dorice masked. 

Hau. Well, the D evil's in't if we fhall not appear ri- 
diculous enough, hah, Gload? 

Glo. Ay, Sir, the more ridiculous the better. 

Hau. I was always of that mind. Ha, ha, Boys, 

Who be all thefe Dons and Donnas ? Harkye Lovis, 

I hope the Wife you promis'd me is amongft thefe fair 
Ladies, for fo I guefs they are both fair, and Ladies. 

Lov. You guefs right, Sir. 

Alon. Now Ladies and Gentlemen command your 
Mufick, and do what likes you bell. 

Lov. 
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Lov. Here's the Lady I recommend to you, take her, 
Sir, be thankful. [Gives him Olinda. 

Olin. This is the Fool that I am to manage. 

Dor. And this is my Lot. [Takes Gload. 

[Mufick plays, they all dance. 

Lov. There is within a young Father ready to join your 
Hands : take this opportunity, and make fure of a Wife. 

Hau. I warrant you, Sir. 

[Exeunt Haunce, Olinda, Gload, and 
Dorice. Enter Pedro. 

Ped. Your Mother, Sir, whom I found more dead 
than living, for the lofs of your Sifter, was very near 
dying out-right with Joy ?> to hear of your Arrival, and 
mofl impatiently experts you. 

-Dorm. And are we all forgiven, Pedro t 

Ped. Yes, you and I are like to be Fellow-Servants to- 
gether again. Dormida. 

Dorm. And Fellow- Lovers too I hope, Pedro. 

Ped. The Devil's in't if Age have not allay'd Flames of 
all forts in thee ; but if you contribute to my allowance — 

Dorm. Thou know'fl I could never keep any thing 
from thee, Pedro. 

A Ion. Come Ladies, there is a fmall Banquet attends 
you in the next Room. 

Silv. We'll wait on you, Sir. 

Enter Haunce, Gload, Olinda, and Dorice. 

Hau. Hold, hold, and give me Joy too, for I am 
married, if me has not miftaken her Man again, and I 
my Woman. 

Olin. No, you are the Man I look for, and I no 
Cheat, having all about me that you look for too, but 
Money. [Dif covers her f elf. 

A Ion. How, Olinda/ 

Olin. Yes, indeed, Sir, I ferv'd my Lady firft, and 
then thought it no Offence to take the Reward due to that 
Service. 

Hau. Here's a Spanifh Trick for you now, to marry a 
Wife, before one fees her. 

Euph. What, Dorice married too ? 

Dor. After your Example, Madam. 

Glo. 
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Glo. Yes, indeed, forfooth, and I have made bold too 
after the Example of my Mailer. 

Hau. Now do they all expecl I mould be diffatisfied ; 
but, Gentlemen, in fign and token that I am not, I'll 
have one more merry Frisk before we part, 'tis a witty 
Wench ; faith and troth, after a Month 'tis all one who's 
who ; therefore come on Glo ad. {They dance together. - 

Alon. Monfieur Haunce, I fee you are a Man of Gal- 
lantry. Come let us in, I know every Man here defires 
to make this Night his own, and facrifice it to Pleafure. 

The Ladies too in Blujhes do confefs, 
Equal Defires ; which yet they'll not confefs. 
Theirs ', tho lefs fierce, more conjlant will abide ; 
But ours lefs current grow the more they're try'd. 
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HISS 'em, and cry 'em down, 'tis all in vain, 
Incorrigible Scriblers can't abfiain : 
But impudently i'th' old Sin engage ; 
Tho doom'd before, nay banifh'dfrom the Stage. 
Whiljlfad Experience our Eyes convinces, (cefs ; 

That damn'd their Plays which hanged the German Prin- 
And we with Ornament fet off a Play, 
Like h,er dreji fine for Exemtion-day. 
And faith, I think, with as f mall hopes to live ; 
Unlefs kind Gallants the fame Grace you'd give 
Our Comedy as Her ; beg a Reprieve. 
Well, what the other mift, let our Scribe get, 
A Pardon, for fhe f wears file's the lefs Cheat. 
She never gull' d you Gallants of the Town 
Of Sum above four Shillings, or half a Crown. 
Nor does file, asfome late great Authors do, 
Bubble the Audience, and the Players too. 
Her humble Mufefoars not in the High-rode 
Of Wit tranfverfi, or Baudy A-la-Mode ; 
Yet hopes her plain and eafy Style isfuch, 
As your high Cenfures will difdain to touch. 
Let her low Senfe creep fafe from your Bravadoes, 
Whilft Rotas and Cabals aim at Granadoes. 
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THE 



ROUND-HEADS 

OR, THE 

Good Old Caufe. 



PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by the Ghoft of Hew/on afcending 
from Hell drefs'd as a Cobler. 




A M the Ghoft of him who was a true Son 
Of the late Good old Caufe, ycleped Hewfon, 
Roused by firange Scandal from th? eternal^ 

{Flame 

With noife of Plots, of wondrous Birth and Name, 
Whilft the fly Jefuit robs us of our Fame. 
Can all their Conclave, tho with Hell th J agree, 
Acl Mif chief equal to Presbytery? 

Look 
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Look back on our Succefs in Forty One, 
Were ever braver Villanies carried on, 
Or new ones now more hopefully begun ? 
Andjhall our Unfuccefs our Merit lofe, 
And make us quit the Glory of our Caufe f 
No, hire new Villains, Rogues without Remorfe, 
And let no Law nor Confidence flop your Courfe ; 
Let Politicians order the Confufion, 
And let the Saints pay pious Contribution. 
Pay thofe that rail, a?id thofe that can delude 
With fcribling Nonfenfe the loofe Multitude. 
Pay well your Witneffes, they may not run 
To the right Side, and tell who fet them on. 
Pay 'emfio well, that they may ne'er recant, 
And fo turn honefl merely out of want. 
Pay Juries, that no fior?nal Laws may harfn us, 
Let Treafon be fecund by Ignoramus. 
Pay Bully Whig, who loyal Writers bang, 
And honefl Tories in Effigie hang : 
Pay thofe that burn the Pope to pleafe the Fools, 
And daily pay Right Honourable Tools ; 
Pay all the Pulpit Knaves that Treafon brew, 
And let the zealous Sifters pay 'em too ; 
Juftices, bound by Oath and Obligation, 
Pay them the utmofl price of their Damnation, 
Not to difturb our ufeful Congregation. 
Nor let the Learned Rabble be forgot, 
Thofe pious Hands that crown our hopeful Plot. 
No, modern Statefimen cry, His Lunacy 
To barter Treafon withfuch Rogues as we. 
But fubliler Oliver did not difdain 
His ?nightier Politicks with ours to join. 
1 for all Ufes in a State was able, 
Cou'd mutiny, cou'd fight, hold forth, and cobble. 
Your lazy Statefman may fo?ne times direcl, 
But your fmall bufy Knaves the Treafon acl. 



Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Lord Fleetwood, ") Competitors for the Crown, but Lam- 
Lord Lambert, j bert is General of the Army. 

Lord Warifton, Chairman of the Committee of Safety. 
Hew/on, \ 

T) S h' 9 fi Id > Commanders, and Committee-men. 

Corbet, ) 

Lord Whitlock. 

Ananias Goggle, Lay Elder of Clement's Parifh. 

A Rabble of the Sanaify'd Mobility. 

r* in- 7, (an Oliverian Commander, but honeft, 

CoiporaLRfc**, £ and a Cavalier in his Heart. 

T j r fa Royalifl, a Man of Honour, in love with 
urueup, \ Lady Lambert 

rp { his Friend, of the fame Character, in love 

freeman, j w ' lt h Lady Desbro. 

WOMEN. 

Lady Lambert, in love with Lovelefs. 
Lady Desbro, in love with Freeman. 
Lady Fleetwood. 
Lady Cromwell. 

Gilliflower, Lady Lamberfs Old Woman. 
Several Ladies, for Redrefs of Grievances. 
Two Pages to Lady Lambert. 
Page to Lady Desbro. 

Footmen, Fidlers, and a Band of Loyal City 
Apprentices. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

The Street. 

Enter three Soldiers, and Corporal Right. 

C° r - IBSSf^SlJl H Rogue, the World runs finely round, 
the bufmefs is done. 

i Sold. Done ! the Town's our own, my 
fine Rafcal. 

2 Sold. We'll have Harlots by the Belly, Sirrah. 

i Sold. Thofe are Commodities I confefs I wou'd fain 
be trucking for but no words of that Boy. 

Cor. Stand, who goes there ? 

[To them a Joyner and a Felt-maker. 

i Sold. Who are you for ? hah ! 

Joy. Are for, Friend? we are for Gad and the Lord 
Fleetwood. 

i Sold. Fleetwood ! knock 'em down, Fleetwood that 
fniveling Thief ? 

Felt. Why Friends, who are ye for ? 

Cor. For ! who fhou'd we be for, but Lambert, Noble 
Lambert ? Is this a time o'th' day to declare for Fleetwood, 
with a Pox ? indeed, i'th' Morning 'twas a Queftion had 
like to have been decided with pufh of Pike. 

2 Sold. Dry blows wou'd ne'er ha' don't, fome mufl 
have fweat Blood for't ; but 'tis now decided. 

Joy. Decided ! 

2 Sold. Yes, decided Sir, without your Rule for't. 

Joy. Decided ! by whom Sir? by us the Free-born 
Subjects of England, by the Honourable Committee of 
Safety, or the Right Reverend City ? without which, Sir, 
I humbly conceive, your Declaration for Lambert is illegal, 
and againft the Property of the People. 

2 Sol£ Plain Lambert ; here's a faucy Dog of a Joyner ; 
Sirrah, get ye home, and mind your Trade, and fave the 
Hangman a labour. Joy. 
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Joy. Look ye, Friend, I fear no Hang-man in Ckrif- 
tendom-, for Confcience and Publick Good, for Liberty 
and Property, I dare as far as any Man. 

2 Sold. Liberty and Property, with a Pox, in the Mouth 
of a Joyner : you are a pretty Fellow to fettle the Nation 
what fays my Neighbour Felt-maker ? 

Felt. Why verily, I have a high refpecl for my ho- 
nourable Lord Fleetwood, he is my intimate Friend ; and 
till I find his Party the weaker, I hope my Zeal will be 
ftrengthned for him. 

2 Sold. Zeal for Fleetwood! Zeal for a Halter, and 
that's your due : Why, what has he ever done for you ? 
Can he lead you out to Battle? Can he filence the very 

Canon with his Eloquence alone? Can he talk 

or fight or 

Felt. But verily he can pay thofe that can, and that's as 
good — and he can pray 

2 Sold. Let him pray, and we'll fight, and fee whofe 
bufinefs is done firft ; we are for the General who carries 
Charms in every Syllable ; can act both the Soldier and 
the Courtier, at once expofe his Breafl to Dangers, for 

our fakes and tell the reft of the pretended Slaves a 

fair Tale, but hang 'em fooner than truft 'em. 

i Sold. Ay, ay, a Lambert, a Lambert, he has Cou- 
rage, Fleetwood's an Afs to him. 

Felt. Hum — here's Reafon Neighbour. [To the Joyner, 

Joy. That's all one, we do not act by Reafon. 

Cor. Fleetwood's a Coward. 

2 Sold. A blockhead. 

i Sold. A fniveling Fool ; a General in the Hangings, 
no better. 

Joy. What think you then of Vane ? 

2 Sold. As of a Fool, that has dreamt of a new Religion, 
and is only fit to reign in the Fifth Monarchy he preaches 
fo much up ; but no King in this Age. 

Felt What of Hajlerigl 

2 Sold. A Hangman for Hajlerig. I cry, No, no, One 
and all, a Lambert, a Lambert ; he is our General, our 
Protector, our Keifer, our — even what he pleafes himfelf. 

i Sold. Well, if he pleafes himfelf, he pleafes me. 

2 Sold. He's our Rifing Sun, and we'll adore him, for 
the Speaker's Glory's fet. Cor. 
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Cor. At nought, Boys ; how the Rogue look'd when 
his Coach was ftop'd ! 

Joy. Under favour, what faid the Speaker ? 

2 Sold. What faid he ? prithee what cou'd he fay that 
we wou'd admit for Reafon? Reafon and our Bus'nefs 
are two things : Our Will was Reafon and Law too, and 
the Word of Command lodg'd in our Hilts : Cobbet and 
Duckenfield fhew'd 'em Cockpit-Law. 

Cor. He underflood not Soldier's Dialed! ; the Lan- 
guage of the Sword puzzled his Underftanding ; the 
Keennefs of which was too fharp for his Wit, and over- 
rul'd his Robes — therefore he very mannerly kifs'd his 
Hand, and wheel'd about 

2 Sold. To the place from whence he came. 

Cor. And e'er long to the place of Execution. 

1 Sold. No, damn him, he'll have his Clergy. 

Joy. Why, is he fuch an Infidel to love the Clergy ? 

Cor. For his Ends ; but come lets go drink the Gene- 
ral's health, Lambert-, not Fleetwood, that Son of a 
Cuflard, always quaking. 

2 Sold. Ay, ay, Lambert I fay — befides he's a Gen- 
tleman. 

Felt. Come, come, Brother Soldier, let me tell you, 
I fear you have a Stewart in your Belly. 

Cor. I am fure you have a Rogue in your Heart, Sirrah, 
which a Man may perceive thro that fandlified Dog's Face 
of yours ; and fo get ye gone ye Rafcals, and delude the 
Rabble with your canting Politicks. 

{Every one beats ^em. 

Felt. Nay, an you be in Wrath, I'll leave you. 

Joy. No. matter Sir, I'll make you know I'm a Free- 
born Subject, there's Law for the Righteous Sir, there's 
Law. [Goes out. 

Cor. There's Halters ye Rogues 

2 Sold. Come Lads, let's to the Tavern, and drink 
Succefs to Change ; I doubt not but to fee 'em chop about, 

till it come to our great Hero again Come to the 

Tavern. {Going out, are met by Lovelefs and Freeman, 
who enter, andjiay the Corporal. 

*9 V O L. I. O Cor. 



290 The Round-Heads; or, 

Cor. Ill follow ye Comrade prefently. 

[Ex. the reft of Soldiers. 
-Save ye noble Colonel. 



Free. How is't Corporal ? 

Cor. A brave World, Sir, full of Religion, Knavery, 
and Change : we fhall fhortly fee better Days. 

Free: I doubt it, Corporal. 

Cor. I'll warrant you Sir, — but have you had never a 
Billet, no Prefent, nor Love-remembrance to day, from 
my good Lady Desbro ? 

Free. None, and wonder at it. Haft thou not feen her 
Page to day ? 

Cor. Faith Sir, I was imploy'd in Affairs of State, by 
our Protector that fhall be, and could not call. 

Free. Protedlor that fhall be ! who's that, Lambert, 
or Fleetwood, or both ? 

Cor. I care not which, fo it be a Change ; but I 'mean 
the General : — but Sir, my Lady Desbro is now at Morning- 
Lecture here hard by, with the Lady Lambert. 

Lov. Seeking the Lord for fome great Mifchief or other. 

Free. We have been there, but could get no opportuni- 
ty of fpeaking to her— Lovelefs, know this Fellow, • 

he's honefl and true to the Hero, tho a Red-Coat. I trufl 
him with my Love, and have done with my Life. 

Lov. Love ! Thou canfl never make me believe thou 
art earneflly in love with any one of that damn'd Refor- 
mation. 

Free. Thou art a Fool ; where I find Youth and Beauty, 
I adore, let the Saint be true or falfe. 

Lov. 'Tis a Scandal to one of us to converfe with 'em ; 
they are all fanclify'd Jilts ; and there can neither be Credit 
nor Pleafure in keeping em company ; and 'twere enough 
to get the Scandal of an Adherer to their devilifh Politicks, 
to be feen with 'em. 

Free. What their Wives ? 

Lov. Yes, their Wives. What feefl thou in 'em but 
Hypocrify ? Make love to 'em, they anfwer in Scripture. 

Free. Ay, and lie with you in Scripture too. . Of all 
Whores, give me your zealous Whore ; I never heard a 
Woman talk much of Heaven, but fhe was much for the 

Creature 
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Creature too. What do'ft think I had thee to the Meeting 
for? 

Love. To hear a Rafcal hold forth for Bodkins and 
Thimbles, Contribution, my beloved ! to carry on 
the good Caufe, that is, Roguery, Rebellion, and Treafon, 
profaning the facred Majefty of Heaven, and our glorious 
Sovereign. 

Free. But — were there not pretty Women there ? 

Lov. Damn 'em for fighing, groaning Hypocrites. 

Free, But there was one, whom that handfome Face 
and Shape of yours, gave more occafion for fighing, than 
any Mortification caus'd by the Cant of the Lay-Elder in 
the half Hogs-Head : Did'ft thou not mind her ? 

Lov. Not I, damn it, I was all Rage ; and hadfl not 
thou reftrain'd me, I had certainly pulPd that Rogue of a 
Holder forth by the Ears from his fanclify'd Tub. 'Sdeath 
he hum'd and haw'd all my Patience away, nofed and 
fnivel'd me to Madnefs. Heaven 1 That thou fhouldft 
fuffer fuch Vermin to infecl the Earth, fuch Wolves 
amongfl thy Flocks, fuch Thieves and Robbers of all 
Laws of God and Man, in thy Holy Temples. I rave 
to think to what thou'rt fall'n, poor England ! 

Free. But the fhe Saint 

Lov. No more ; were fhe as fair as Fancy could imagine, 
to fee her there would make me loath the Form ; fhe that can 
liflen to the dull Nonfenfe, the bantering of fuch a Rogue, 
fuch an illiterate Rafcal, mufl be a Fool, pafl fenfe of lov- 
ing, Freeman. 

Free. Thou art miftaken. But, didfl thou mind 

her next the Pulpit ? 

Lov. A Plague upon the whole Congregation : I mind- 
ed nothing but how to fight the Lord's Battle with that 
damn'd fham Parfon, whom I had a mind to beat. 

Free. My Lady Desbro is not of that Perfuafion, but 
an errant Heroick in her Heart, and feigns it only to have 
the better occafion to ferve the Royal Party. I knew her, 
and loVd her before fhe married. 

Lov. She may chance then to be fav'd. 

Free. Come, I'll have thee bear up briskly to fome one 

of 'em, it may redeem thy Sequeftration ; which, now 

O 2 thou 
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thou fee'ft no hopes of compounding, puts thee out of 
Patience. 

Lov. Let 'em take it,, and the Devil do 'em Good 
with it ; I fcorn it mould be faid I have a Foot of Land 
in this ungrateful and accurfed Illand ; I'd rather beg 
where Laws are obey'd, • and Juftice performed, than be 
powerful where Rogues and bafe-born Rafcals rule the 
roafl. 

Free. But fuppofe now, dear Lovelefs, that one of the 
Wives of thefe Pageant Lords mould fall in love with thee, 
and get thy Eflate again, or pay thee double fort ? 

Lov. I wou'd refufe it. 

Free. And this for a little diffembled Love, ah^tle Drud- 
gery— 

Lov. Not a Night by Heaven — not an Hour — no not a 
fmgle Kifs. Pd rather make love to an Incubus. 

Free. But fuppofe 'twere the new Proteclrefs her felf, 
the fine Lady Lambert ? 

Lov. The greateft Devil of all ; damn her, do'ft think 
Pll cuckold the Ghofl of old Oliver! 

Free. The better ; there's fome Revenge in't ; do'ft 
know her ? 

Lov. Never faw her, nor care to do. 

Cor. Colonel, do you command me any thing ? 

Free. Yes, I'll fend thee with a Note — Let's Hep into a 
Shop and write it ; Lovelefs flay a moment, and I'll be 
with thee. [Fx. Free, and Corporal. 

Enter L. Lambert, L. Desbro, Gilliflower, Page with 
great Bibles, and Footmen. Lovelefs walks fullenly, 
not feeing y em. [L. Lambert'.? Train carried. 

L. Lain. O, I'm impatient to know his Name ; ah, 
Desbro, he betray'd all my Devotion ; and when I would 
have pray'd, Heav'n knows it was to him, and for him 
only. 

L. Def. What manner of Man was it ? 

L. Lam. I want Words to defcribe him ; not tall, nor 

fhort ; well made, and fuch a Face Love, Wit and 

Beauty revel'd in his Eyes ; from whence he fhot a thou- 
fand winged Darts that pierc'd quite through my Soul. 

L. Def. Seem'd he a Gentleman ? 

L. La??t 
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L. Lam. A God ! altho his outfide were but mean ; 
but he fhone thro like Lightning from a Cloud, and fhot 
more piercing Rays. 

L. Def. Staid he long ? 

L. Lam. No, methought he grew difpleas'd with our 
Devotion, and feem'd to contradict the Parfon with his 
angry Eyes. A Friend he had too with him, young and 
handfom, who feeing fome Diforder in his Actions, got 

him away. r-I had almoft forgot all Decency, and 

flarted up to call him ; but my Quality, and wanting fome- 
thing to excufe that Fondnefs, made me decline with very 
much ado. 

Gill. Heavens, Madam, I'll warrant they were Hero- 
icks. 

L. Lam. Heroicks ! 

Gill. Cavaliers, Madam, of the Royal Party. 

L. Def. They were fo, I knew one of 'em. 

L. Lam. Ah Desbro, do'ft thou ? 
Ah Heav'ns, that they Ihould prove Heroicks ! 

L. Def. You might have known that by the Conqueft ; 
I never heard any one o' t' other Party ever gain'd a 
Heart ; and indeed, Madam, 'tis a jufl Revenge, our 
Husbands make Slaves of them, and they kill all their 
Wives. [Lov.y^y 'em, andflarts. 

Lov. Hah, what have we here? Women faith, 

and handfome too — I never faw a Form more excellent ; 

who e'er they are, they feem of Quality. By Heav'n, 

I cannot take my Eyes from her. [Pointing to L. Lamb. 

L. Lam. Ha, he's yonder, my Heart begins to fail, 

my trembling Limbs rehiring to fupport me His Eyes 

feem fixed on mine too ; ah, I faint — [Leans on Def. 

Gill. My Lady's Coach, William — quickly, fhe faints. 

Lov. Madam, can an unfortunate Stranger's aid add 
any thing to the recovery of fo much Beauty ? 

[Bowing, and holding her. 

L. Lam. Ah, wou'd he knew how much ! [Afide. 

Gill. Support her, Sir, till her Ladyfhip's Coach comes 
— I befeech you. 

Lov. Not Atlas bore up Heaven with greater Pride. 

L. Lam. — I beg your Pardon, Sir, for this Diforder, 

O 3 That 
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That has occafion'dyou fo great a Trouble— 

You feem a Gentleman and confequently 

May need fome Service done you ; name the way, 
I fhall be glad to let you fee my Gratitude. 

Lov. If there be ought in me, that merits this amazing 
Favour from you, I owe my Thanks to Nature that en- 
dowed me with fomething in my Face that fpoke my 
Heart. 

L. Lam. Heavens ! How he looks and fpeaks 

[To Desbro, afide. 

L. Des. Oh, thefe Heroicks, Madam, have the moft 
charming Tongues. 

L. Lam. Pray come to me — : — and ask for any of my 
Officers, and you fhall have Admittance 

Lov. Who fhall I ask for, Madam ? for I'm yet igno- 
rant to whom I owe for this great Bounty. 

L. Lam. Not know me ! Thou art indeed a Stranger. 
I thought I'd been fo elevated above the common Crowd, 
it had been vifible to all Eyes who I was. 

Lov. Pardon my Ignorance. 
My Soul conceives ye all that Heaven can make ye, 
Of Great, of Fair and Excellent ; 
But cannot guefs a Name to call you by 
But fuch as would difpleafe ye — 
My Heart begins to fail, and by her Vanity 
I fear fhe's one of the new Race of Quality : 
-r — But be me Devil, I muft love that Form. \AJide. 

L. Lam. Hard Fate of Greatnefs, we fo highly elevated 
Are more exposed to Cenfure than the little ones, 
By being forced to fpeak our Paffions firft. 
— ■■ Is my Coach ready? 

Page. It waits your Honour. 

L. Lam. I give you leave to vifit me ask for the 

General's Lady, if my Title be not by that time altered. 

Lov. Piflols and Daggers to my Heart — 'tis fo. 

L. Lam. Adieu, Sir. 

[Ex. all but Lov. who /lands mufing. 
Enter Freeman. 

Free. How now, what's the matter with thee ? 

Lov. Prithee wake me, Freeman. 

Free. 
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Free. Wake thee ! 

Lov. I dream ; by Heaven I dream ; 
Nay, yet the lovely Phantom's in my View. 
Oh ! wake me, or I fleep to perfect Madnefs. 

Free. What ail'ft thou ? what did'fi dream of ? 

Lov. A flrange fantaftick Charmer, 
A thing juft like a Woman Friend ; 
It walkt and lookt with wondrous Majefty, 
lHad Eyes that kilPd, and Graces deck'd her Face ; 
But when fhe talk'd, mad as the Winds fhe grew. 
Chimera in the form of Angel, Woman ! 

Free. Who the Devil meanefl thou ? 

Lov. By Heav'n I know not, but, as fhe vanifh'd 
hence, fhe bad me come to the General's. 

Free. Why this is fhe I told thee ey'd thee fo at the 
Conventicle ; 'tis Lambert, the renown'd, the famous 
Lady Lambert — Mad call'fl thou "her? 'tis her ill acted 
Greatnefs, thou miflak'fl ; thou art not us'd to the Page- 
antry Of thefe Women yet ; they all run thus mad ; 'tis 
Greatnefs in 'em, Lovelefs. 

Lov. And is thine thus, thy Lady Desbro ? 

Free. She's of another Cut, fhe married, as mofl do, 
for Interefl but what thou't to her ; 

Lov. If Lightning flop my way : , 

Perhaps a fober View may make me hate her. \ExeutiU 

SCENE A Chamber. 

Enter Lambert ^^Whitlock. 

Whit. My Lord, now is your time, you may be King ; 
Fortune is yours, you've time it felf by th' Fore-lock. 

Lam. If I thought fo, I'd hold him fafl by Heaven. 

Whit. If you let flip this Opportunity, my Lord, you 
are undone Aut Ccesar, aut JS/ullus. 

Lam. But Fleetwood— — — =- 

Whit. Hang him, foft Head. 

Lam. True, he's of an eafy Nature ; yet if thou didfl 
but know how little Wit governs this mighty Univerfe, 
thou wou'dfl not wonder Men fhould fet up him. 

Whit. That will not recommend him at this Juntto^ 
O 4 tho 
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tho he's an excellent Tool for your Lordfhip to make ufe 
of ; and therefore ufe him, Sir, as Cataline did Lentulus ; 
drill the dull Fool with Hopes of Empire on, and that all 
tends to his Advancement only : The Blockhead will be- 
lieve the Crown his own : What other Hopes could make 
him ruin Richard, a Gentleman of Qualities a thoufand 
times beyond him ? 

Lam. They were both too foft ; an ill Commendation 
for a General, who mould be rough as Storms of War ii 
felf. 

Whit. His time was fhort, and yours is coming on ; 
Old Oliver had his. 

Lam. I hate the Memory of that Tyrant Oliver. 

Whit. So do I, now he's dead, and ferves my Ends no 
more. I lov'd the Father of the great Heroick, whilfl; 
he had Power to do me good : he failing, Reafon direct- 
ed me to the Party then prevailing, the Fag-end of the 
Parliament : 'tis true, I took the Oath of Allegiance, as 
Oliver, your Lordfhip, Tony, and the reft did, without which 
we could not have fat in that Parliament ; but that Oath was 
not for our Advantage, and fo better broke than kept. 

Lam. I am of your Opinion, my Lord. 

Whit. Let Honefty and Religion preach against it. But 
how cou'd I have ferv'd the Commons by deferting the 
King ? how have ihow'd my felf loyal to your Interefl, 
by fooling Fleetwood, in the deferting of Dick ; by dif- 
folving the honeft Parliament, and bringing in the odious 
Rump ? how cou'd I have flattered Ireton, by telling him 
Providence brought things about, when 'twas mere Kna- 
very all; and that the Hand of the Lord was in't, when I 
knew the Devil was in't ? or indeed, how cou'd I now advife 
you to be King, if I had flarted at Oaths, or preferred Ho- 
nefty or Divinity before Interefl and the Good Old Cause f 

Lam. Nay 'tis moft certain, he that will live in this 
World, mufl be endu'd with the three rare Qualities of 
Diffimulation, Equivocation, and mental Refervation. 

Whit. In which Excellency, Heav'n be prais'd, we 
out-do the Jefuits. 

Enter Lady Lambert. 

L. Lam. I'm glad to fee you fo well employ'd, my 

Lord, 
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Lord, as in Difcourfe with my Lord Whit lock, he's of 
our Party, and has Wit. 

Whit. Your Honour graces me too much. 

Lam. My Lord, my Lady is an abfolute States-woman. 

L. Lam. Yes, I think things had not arriv'd to this 
exalted height, nor had you been in profpecl: of a Crown, 
had not my Politicks exceeded your meaner Ambition. 

Lam. I confefs, I owe all my good Fortune to thee. 
Enter Page. 

Pag. My Lord, my Lord Wari/lon, Lord Hew/on, 
Colonel Cobbet, and Colonel Duckenfield defire the Ho- 
nour of waiting on you. 

L. Lam. This has a Face of Greatnefs let 'em wait 

a while i'th' Antichamber. 

Lam. My Love, I would have 'em come in. 

L. Lam. You wou'd have 'em ! you wou'd have a 
Fool's Head of your own ; pray let me be Judge of 
what their Duty is, and what your Glory : I fay I'll have 
'em wait. 

Page. My Lord Fleetwood too is juft alighted, Ihall he 
wait too, Madam ? 

L. Lam. He may approach : and d'ye hear — put on your 
fawning Looks, flatter him, and profefs much Friendfhip 
to him, you may betray him with the more facility. 

Whit. Madam, you counfel well. [Ex. Page. 

Page re-enters with Lord Fleetwood. 

Lam. My good Lord, your moft fubmiffive Servant. ' 

Whit. My gracious Lord, I am your Creature 

your Slave ■ 

Fleet. I profefs ingenioufly, I am much engag'd to you, 
my good Lords ; I hope things are now in the Lord's hand- 
ling, and will go on well for his Glory and my Intereft, 
and that all my good People of England will do things . 
that become good Chriflians. 

Whit. Doubt us not, my good Lord ; the Government 
cannot be put into abler Hands, than thofe of your Lord- 
fhip ; it has hitherto been in the hard Clutches of Jews, 
Infidels, and Pagans. 

Fleet. Yea, verily, Abomination has been in the hands 
of Iniquity. 

O 5 Lam. 
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Lam. But, my Lord, thofe Hands, by my good Con- 
duel;, are now cut off, and our Ambition is, your Lord- 
fhip wou'd take the Government upon you. 

Fleet. I profefs, my Lord, by yea and nay, I am a- 
fham'd of this Goodnefs, in making me the Inftrument 
of faving Grace to this Nation ; 'tis the great Work of 
the Lard. 

L. Lam. The Lard ! Sir, I'll affure you the Lard has 
the leaft Hand in your good Fortune ; I think you ought 
to afcribe it to the Cunning and Conduct- of my Lord 
here, who fo timely abandon'd the Intereft of Richard. 

Fleet. Ingeniously I must own, your good Lord can do 
much, and has done much ; but 'tis our Method to af- 
cribe all to the Powers above. 

L. Lam. Then I mull tell you, your Method's an un- 
grateful Method. 

Lam. Peace, my Love. 

Whit. Madam, this is the Cant we muft delude the 
Rabble with. 

L. Lam. Then let him ufe it there, my Lord, not a- 
mongft us, who so well underftand one another. 

Lam. Good Dear, be pacified and tell me, fhall 

the Gentlemen without have Admittance ? 

L. Lam. They may. [Fage goes out. 

Enter Hewfon, Desbro, Duckenfield, Wariflon, 
and Cobbet. 

War. Guds Benizon light on you, my gued Loords, 
•for this Day's Work ; Madam, I kifs your white Honds. 

Due. My Lord, I have not been behind-hand in this 
Day's turn of State. 

Lam. 'Tis confefs'd, Sir ; what would you infer from 
that ? 

Due. Why, I wou'd know how things go ; who fhall 
be General, who Protector ? 

Hewf. My Friend has well tranflated his meaning. 

L. Lam. Fy, how that filthy Cobler Lord betrays his 
Function. 

Due. We're in a Chaos, a Confufion, as we are. 

Hewf. Indeed the Commonwealth at prefent is out at 
Heels, and wants underlaying. 

Cob. 
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Cob. And the People expect fomething fuddenly from 
us. 

Whit. My Lords and Gentlemen, we muft confider a 
while. 

War. Bread a gued there's mickle Wifdom i'that, Sirs. 

Due. It ought to be confulted betimes, my Lord, 'tis 
a Matter of Moment, and ought to be confulted by the 
whole Committee. 

Lam. We defign no other, my Lord, for which Rea- 
fon at three a Clock we'll meet at Walling ford Houte. 

Due. Nay, my Lord, do but fettle the Affair, let's but 
know who's our Head, and 'tis no matter. 

Hewf. Ay, my Lord, no matter who ; I hope 'twill be 
Fleetwood, for I have the length of his Foot already. 

Whit. You are the leading Men, Gentlemen, your 
Voices will foon fettle the Nation. 

Due. Well, my Lord, we'll not fail at three a Clock. 

Def. This falls out well for me ; for I've Bufmefs in 
Smithfield, where my Horfes ftand ; and verily, now I 
think on't, the Rogue the O filer has not given 'em Oates 
to day : Well, my Lords, farewel ; if I come not time 
enough to Walling ford Houfe, keep me a Place in the Com- 
mittee, and let my Voice Hand for one, no matter who. 

War. A gued Mon I's warrant, and takes muckle Pains 
for the Gued o'th' Nation, and the Liberty o'th Mobily— 
The Diel confound 'em aud. 

Lam. Come, my Lord Warifton, you are a Wife Man, 
what Government are you for ? 

War. Ene tol what ya pleafe my gued Loord. 

[Takes him afide. 

Lam. What think you of a flngle Perfon here in my 
Lord Fleetwood? 

War. Marry Sir, and he's a brave Man, but gen I may 
counfel, tak't for yar fel my gued Loord, ant be gued for 
him, 'tis ene gued for ya te. 

Lam. But above half the Nation are for him. 

War. Bread a gued, and I's for him then. 

Fleet. The Will of the Lard be done ; and fmce 'tis 
his Will, I cannot withfland my Fate ingenioufly. 

Whit. My Lord Wari/ion, 2l Word — what if Lam- 
bert 
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bert were the Man ? [Takes him afide. 

War. Right Sir, Wons and ya have fpoken aud : he's 
a brave Mon indeed gen I's have any Judgment. 

Whit So I find this Property's for any ufe. [Afide. 

Lam. My Lord, I perceive Heaven and Earth confpire 
to make you our Prince. 

Fleet. Ingenioufly, my Lords, the Weight of three 
Kingdoms is a heavy Burden for fo weak Parts as mine : 
therefore, I will, before I appear at Council, go feek the 
Lard in this great Affair ; and, if I receive a Revelation 
for it, I fhall with all Humility efpoufe the Yoke, for the 
Good of his People and mine ; and fo Gad with us, the 
Commonwealth of England. 

[Exeunt Fleet. Desbro, Warifton, Due. Cob. Hewf. 
and Whit. 

L. Lam. Poor deluded Wretch, 'tis not yet come to 
that. 

Lam. No my dear, the Voice will go clearly for me ; 
what with Bribes to fome, Hypocrify and Pretence of 
Religion to others, and promis'd Preferments to the reft, 
I have engag'd 'em all. 
. L. Lam. And will you be a King ? 

Lam. You think that's fo fine a thing but let me 

tell you, my Love, a King's a Slave to a Protector, a 
King's ty'd up to a thoufand Rules of mufty Law, which 
we can break at pleafure ; we can rule without Parliaments, 
at leaft chufe whom we pleafe, make 'em agree to our 
Propofals, or fet a Guard upon 'em, and ftarve 'em till 
they do. 

L. Lam. But their Votes are the ftrangeft things — that 
they muft pafs for Laws ; you were never voted King. 

Lam. No, nor care to be : The fharpeft Sword's my 
Vote, my Law, my Title. They voted Dick fhould 
reign, where is he now ? They voted the great Heroicks 
from the Succeffion ; but had they Arms or Men, as I 
have, you fhou'd foon fee what wou'd become of their 

Votes No my Love ! 'tis this muft make 

me King. [His Sword. 

Let Fleetwood and the Rump go feek the Lard, 
My Empire and my Truft is in my Sword. 

ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

A Chamber of State. 



Enter L. Lambert, Gilliflower, and Women-fervants. 
,. Lam. f~^ illiflower, has none been here to ask for 
any of my People, in order to his ap- 



proach to me ? 

Gill. None, Madam. 

L. Lam. Madam ! How dull thou art ? wo't never 
learn to give me a better Title, than fuch an one as 
foolifh Cuftom beflows on every common Wench? 

Gill. Pardon my Ignorance, Madam. 

L. Lam. Again Madam ? . 

Gill. Really, Madam, I fhou'd be glad to know by 
what other Title you wou'd be diftinguifh'd ? 

L. Lam. Abominable dull ! Do'ft thou not know on 
what feore my Dear is gone to Wallingford Houfe ? 

Gill. I cannot divine, Madam. 

L. Lain. Heaven help thy Ignorance ! he's gone to be 
made Protector, Fool, or at leafl a King, thou Creature ; 
and from this Day I date my felf her Highnefs. 

Gill. That will be very fine indeed, an't pleafe your 
Highnefs. 

L. Lam. I think 'twill fute better with my Perfon and 
Beauty than with the other Woman — what d'ye call her ? 
Mrs. Cromwell my Shape and Gate my Hu- 
mour, and my Youth have fomething more of Grandeur, 
have they not ? 

Gill. Infinitely, an't pleafe your Highnefs. 
Enter Page. 

Page. Madam, a Man without has the boldnefs to ask 
for your Honour. 

L. Lam. Honour, Fool ! 

Gill. Her Highnefs, Blockhead. 

Page. Saucily prefl in, and flruck the Porter for deny- 
ing him entrance to your Highnefs. 

L. Lam. What kind of Fellow was't ? 

Page. A rude, rough, hectoring Swafh, an't pleafe 
your Highnefs ; nay, and two or three times, Gad for- 
give me, he fwore too. L. Lam. 
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L. Lam. It mull be he. [Afide. 

Page. His Habit was fomething bad and Cavalierifh— 
I believe 'twas fome poor petitioning, begging Tory, 
who having been fequefter'd, wou'd prefs your Highnefs 
for fome favour. 

L. Lam. Yes, it muft be he ah foolifh Creature ! 

and can he hope Relief, and be a villanous Cavalier ? out 

upon 'em, poor Wretches you may admit him, for I 

long to hear how one of thofe things talk. 

GilL Oh moft ftrangely, Madam — —an pleafe your 
Highnefs I fhou'd fay. 

Enter Lovelefs. 

L. Lam. 'Tis he, PU fwear, Gilliflower, thefe He- 

roicks are punctual how now, your Bus'nefs with us, 

Fellow ? 

Lov. My Bus'nefs, Madam ?- 

L. Lam. Haft thou ever a Petition to us ? 

Lov. A Petition, Madam ?- — Sure this put-on-Great- 
nefs is to amufe her Servants, or has fhe forgot that fhe 
invited me ? or indeed forgot me ? — [Afide. 

L. Lam. What art thou ? 

Page. Shall we fearch his Breeches, an't pleafe your 
Highnefs, for Piftol, or other Inflruments ? 

L. Lam. No Boy, we fear him not, they fay the 
Powers above protect the Perfons of Princes. 

Lov. Sure fhe's mad, yet fhe walks loofe about, 
And fhe has Charms even in her raving Fit. 

L. Lam. Answer me. What art thou ? 

How fhall I get my Servants hence with Honour ? [Afide 

Lov. A Gentleman— — 
That could have boafled Birth and Fortune too, 
Till thefe accurfed Times, which Heaven confound, 
Razing out all Nobility, all Virtue, 
Has rendered me the rubbifh of the World ; 
Whilfl new rais'd Rafcals, Canters, Robbers, Rebels, 
Do lord it o'er the Free-born, Brave and Noble. 

L. Lam. You're very confident, know you to whom 
you fpeak ? but I fuppose you have loft your Eflate, or 
fome fuch trifling thing, which makes you angry. 

Lov. Yes, a trivial Eflate of fome five and twenty hun- 
dred Pound a Year : but I hope to fee that Rogue of a 

Lord 
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Lord reduc'd to his Cobler's-Stall again, or more de- 
ferv'dly hang'd, that has it. 

L. Lam. I thought 'twas fome fuch Grievance — but 
you muft keep a good Tongue in your Head, left you be 

hang'd for Scandalum Magnatum there's Law for 

ye, Sir. 

Lov. No matter, then I fhall be free from a damn'd 
Commonwealth, as you are pleas'd to call it, when in- 
deed 'tis but a mungrel, mangy, Mock-Monarchy. 

L. Lam. Is it your bufmefs, Sir, to rail ? 

Lov. You rais'd the Devil, Madam. 

Page. Madam, fhall I call your Highnefs's Guards, and 
fecure the Traitor ? 

L. Lam. No, that you may fee how little I regard or 

fear him ; leave us all ■ [Ex. all but Gill. 

We'll truft our Perfon in his Hands alone 

— Now, Sir, your Bufmefs ? [Smilingly approaches him. 

Lov. Madam, I waited here by your Commands. 

L. Lam. How fhall I tell him that I love him, Gilli- 
flower t 

Gill. Eafily, Madam, tell him fo in plain Engli/h, 
Madam, 'tis great ; Women of your exalted height ever 
fpeak firft ; you have no Equals dare pretend to fpeak of 
Love to you. 

L. Lam. Thou art i'th' right — Do'ft know my Qua- 
lity, and thy own Poverty ? And haft thou nothing to 
ask that I may grant ? 

Lov. Sure me loves me ! and I, frail Flefh and Blood, 
cannot refill her Charms ; but fhe's of the damn'd Par- 
ty. m [Aflde. 

L. Lam. Are all your Party, Sir, fo proud ? 

Lov. But what have I to do with Religion ! Is Beauty 
the worfe, or a kind Wench to be refus'd for Conven- 
tickling ? She lives high on the Spoils of a glorious King- 
dom, and why may not I live upon the Sins of the Spoi- 
ler? [Aflde. 

L. Lain. Sir — you are poor ! 

Lov. So is my Prince ; a Plague on the occafion. 

L. Lain. I think you are. no Fool too. 

Lov. I wou'd I were, then I had been a Knave, had 
thriv'd, and poffibly by this time had been tugging for 
rifled Crowns and Kingdoms. L. Lam. 
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L. Lam. This Satir ill befits my prefent Bus'nefs with 

you — you — want fome Neceffaries as Clothes, and 

Linen too ; and 'tis great pity fo proper a Man fhou'd 

want Neceffaries. GUUJlower take my Cabinet Key, 

and fetch the Purfe of Broad-pieces that lies in the lower 
Drawer ; 'tis a fmall Prefent, Sir, but 'tis an Earneft of my 
farther Service. [Gill, goes out and returns with a Purfe. 

Lov. I'm angry, that I find one Grain of Generofity 
in this whole Race of Hypocrites. [AJide. 

L. Lam. Here, Sir, 'tis only for your prefent ufe ; for 
Clothes — three hundred Pieces ; let me fee you fweet — 

Lov. Stark mad, by this good Day. 

!,. Lam. Ah GUUJlower! How prettily thofe Cavalier 
things charm ; I wonder how the Powers above came to 
give them all the Wit, Softnefs, and Gallantry — whilft 
all the great ones of our Age have the mofl flovenly, un- 
grateful, dull Behaviour ; no Air, no Wit, no Love, 
nor any thing to pleafe a Lady with. 

Gill. Truly Madam, there's a great Difference in the 
Men ; yet Heaven at firfl did its part, but the Devil has 
fmce fo over-done his, that what with the Vizor of Sanc- 
tity, which is the gadly Sneer, the drawing of the Face 
to a prodigious length, the formal Language, with a cer- 
tain Twang through the Nofe, and the pious Gogle, they 
are fitter to fcare Children than beget love in Ladies. 

Lov. You hit the Character of your new Saint. 

L. Lam. And then their Drefs, Gilliflower. 

Gil. Oh ! 'Tis an Abomination to look like a Gen- 
tleman ; long Hair is wicked and cavalierifh, a Periwig is 
flat Popery, the Difguife of the Whore of Babylon ; 
handfom Clothes, or lac'd Linen, the very Tempter 
himfelf, that debauches all their Wives and Daughters ; 
therefore the diminutive Band, with the Hair of the Re- 
formation Cut, beneath which a pair of large fanclify'd 
Soufes appear, to declare to the World they had hitherto 
efcap'd the Pillory, tho deferv'd it as well as Pryu. 

L. Lam. Have a care what you fay, Gilliflower. 

Gill. Why, Madam, we have no Informers here. 
Enter Page. 

Page. Madam, here's Old Noll's Wife defires Admit- 
tance t® your Hon your Highnefs. 

L. Lam. 
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L. Lam. Bid the poor Creature wait without, I'll do her 
what Good I can for her Husband's fake, who firft infus'd 
Politicks into me, by which I may boaft I have climb'd to 
Empire. 

Lov. So her Madnefs runs in that Vein I fee. [A/lde. 

Gil. Alack, Madam, I think fhe's coming. 

Crom. without'] Does fhe keep State in the Devil's 
Name, and muft I wait? 

L. Lam. Heavens ! I fhall be fcandalized by the God- 
ly. Dear Gilliflower, conceal my Cavalier ; I would not 
have a Cavalier feen with me for all the World — Step into 
my Cabinet. \Lx. Gil. aud Lov. 

Enter L. Cromwel, held back by a Man — to them 
Gilliflower. 

Crom. Unhand me, Villain — 'twas not long fince a 
Rudenefs, Sir, like this had forfeited thy Head. 

L. Lam. What wou'd the Woman ? 

Crom. The Knave, the perjur'd Villain thy Husband, 
by th' Throat : thou proud, imperious Baggage, to make 

me wait ; whofe Train thou haft been proud to bear 

how durft thou, after an Affront like this, truft thy falfe 
Face within my Fingers reach ? that Face, that firft be- 
witch'd the bell of Husbands from me, and tempted him 
to fin. 

Gil. I befeech your Highnefs retire, the Woman's mad. 

Crom. Highnefs in the Devil's Name, fure 'tis not 
come to that ; no, I may live to fee thy Cuckold hang'd 
firft, his Politicks are yet too fhallow, Miftrefs. Hea- 
vens ! Did my Husband make him Lord for this ? raife 
him to Honour, Trufts, Commands, and Counfels, 
To ruin all our Royal Family, 
Betray young Richard, who had reign'd in Peace 
But for his Perjuries and Knaveries ; 
And now he fooths my Son-in-Law, foft Fleetwood, 
With empty hopes of Pow'r, and all the while 
To make himfelf a King : 
No, Minion, no ; I yet may live to fee 
Thy Husband's Head o'th' top of Wejlminjler, 
Before I fee it circled in a Crown. 

L. Lam. I pity the poor Creature. 

Crom. Ungrateful Traytor as he is, 

20 Vol. I. Not 
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Not- to look back upon his Benefactors ; 
But he, in lieu of making juft Returns, 
Reviles our Family, profanes our Name, 
And will in time render it far more odious 
Than ever Needham made the great Heroicks. 

L. Lam. Alas, it weeps, poor Woman ! 

Crom. Thou ly'ft, falfe Strumpet, I fcorn to fhed a 
Tear, 
For ought that thou canft do or fay to me ; 
I've too much of my Husband's Spirit in me. 
Oh, my dear Richard, hadft thou had a Grain on't, 
Thou and thy Mother ne'er had fall'n to this. 

Gil. His Father fure was feeking of the Lard when he 
was got. 

Enter L. Fleetwood, her train born. up. 

Crom. Where is this perjur'd Slave, thy Wittal Lord ? 
Dares he not fhew his Face, his guilty Face, 
Before the Perfon he has thus betray'd ? 

L. Fleet. Madam, I hope you miflake my honour'd 
Lord Lambert, I believe he defigns the Throne for my 
dear Lord. 

Crom. Fond Girl, becaufe he has the Art of fawning, 
Diffembling to the height, can footh andfmile, 

Profefs, and fonietimes weep : 

-No, he'll betray him, as he did thy Brother ; 
Riclmrd the Fourth was thus deluded by him. 
No, let him fwear and promife what he will, 
They are but fteps to his own ambitious End ; 
And only makes the Fool, thy credulous Husband, 
A filly deluded Property. 

Enter Fleetwood. 

Fleet. My honour'd Mother, I am glad to find you 
here ; I hope we (hall reconcile things between ye. Ve- 
rily ye mould live in Brotherly Love together.; come, 
ingeniously, you fhall be Friends, my Lady Mother. 

Crom. Curfe on the occafion of thy being a Kin to me. 

Fleet. Why, an pleafe ye, forfooth, Madam ? 

Crom. My Daughter had a Husband, 
Worthy the Title of my Son-in-Law ; 
Ireton, my bell of Sons : he'd Wit and Courage, 
And with his Counfels, rais'd our Houfe to Honours, 

Which 
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Which thy impolitick Eafmefs pulls down : 

And whilft you fhou'd be gaining Crowns and Kingdoms, 

Art poorly couzening of the World with fruitlefs Prayers. 

Fleet. Nay, Fll warrant you, Madam, when there is any 
gadly Mifchief to be done, I am as forward as the befl ; 
but 'tis good to take the Lard along with us in every thing. 

I profefs ingenioufly, as I am an honeft Man, verily 

ne'er ftir— — 

I fhall act as becomes a good Chriftian. 

Crom. A good Coxcomb. 
Do'ft thou not fee her reverend Highnefs there, 
That Minion now affumes that glorious Title 
I once, and my Son Richard's Wife enjoy'd, 
Whilft I am call'd the Night-mare of the Commonwealth? 
But wou'd I were, Pd fo hag-ride the perjur'd Slaves, 
Who took fo many Oaths of true Allegiance 

To my great Husband firft, and then to Richard 

Who, whilft they reign'd, were molt illuftrious, 
Moft high and mighty Princes ; whilft fawning Poets 
Write Panegyricks on 'em ; and yet no fooner was the 
wondrous Hero dead, but all his glorious Titles fell to 
Monfter of Mankind, Murderer of Piety, Traytor to 
Heaven and Goodnefs. 

Fleet. Who calls him fo? Pray take their Names 
down : I profefs ingenioufly, forfooth Madam, verily Til 
order 'em, as I am here I will. 

Crom. Thou, alas ! they fcorn fo poor a thing as thou. 

Fleet. Do they ingenioufly ? IT1 be even with 'em, 
forfooth Mother, as I am here I will, and there's an end 
on't. 

Crom. I wou'd there were an end of our Difgrace and 
Shame, 
Which is but juft begun, I fear. 
What will become of that fair Monument 
Thy careful Father did erect for thee, [To L. Fleetwood. 
Yet whilft he liv'd, next to thy Husband Ireton, 
Left none Ihou'd do it for thee after he were dead ; 
The Malice of proud Lambert would deftroy all. 

Fleet. I profefs, Madam, you miftake my good Lord 
Lambert, he's an honeft Man, and fears the Lard ; he 
tells me I am to be the Man ; verily he does after all's 
done. Crom 
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Crom. Yes, after all's done, thou art the Man to be 
pointed at. 

Fleet. Nay, ingenioufly, I fcorn the Words, fo I do : 
I know the great Work of Salvation to the Nation is to 
be wrought by me, verily. 

Crom. Do, cant on, till Heaven drop Kingdoms in 
thy Mouth : Dull, filly Sot, thou Ruin of our Intereft ; 
thou fond, incorrigible, eafy Fool. 
Enter Page. 

Page. My Lord, the Committee of Safety waits your 
coming. 

Fleet. Why, law you now, forfooth — I profefs veri- 
ly, you are ingenioufly the hardefl of Belief tell the 

Honourable Lords Pm coming : Go, Lady-mother, go 
home with my Wife ; and verily you'll fee things go to 
your wifh — I muft to Coach. 

L. Fleet. Madam, your humble Servant. [To La. Lam. 

Fleet. Honoured Lady, I kifs your Hands. 

{Exeunt Crom. Fleet, and L. Fleet. 
Enter Lovelefs. 

Lov. Was this the thing that is to be Protector ? 
This little fniveling Fellow rule three Kingdoms ? 
But leave we Politicks, and fall to Love, 
Who deals more Joys in one kind happy moment 
Than Ages of dull Empire can produce. 

L. Lam. Oh Gods ! fhall I who never yielded yet, 
But to him to whom three Kingdoms fell a Sacrifice, 
Surrender at firfl Parley ? 

Lov. Perhaps that Lover made ye gayer Prefents, 
But cou'd not render you a Heart all Love, 
Or Mind embarafs'd in Affairs of Blood. 
— I bring no Guilt to fright you from my Embraces, 
But all our Hours mail be ferene and foft. 

L. Lam. Ah, Gilliflower, thy Aid, or I am loft ; 
Shall it be faid of me in after Ages, 
When my Fame amongft Queens fhall be recorded, 
That I, ah Heavens ! regardlefs of my Country's Caufe, 
Efpous'd the wicked Party of its Enemies, 
The Heathenifh Heroicks ? ah, defend me ! 

Lov. Nay by all that's 

L. Lam. 
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L. Lam. Ah hold ! Do not profane my Ears with 
Oaths or Excrations, I cannot bear the Sound. 

Lov. Nay, nay— by Heav'n I'll not depart your Lodg- 
ings, till that foft Love that plays fo in your Eyes give 
me a better Proof by 

L. Lam. Oh hold, I die, if you proceed in this Abo- 
mination. 

Lov. Why do you force me to't ? d'ye think to put me 
off with fuch a Face — fuch Lips — fuch Smiles — fuch Eyes, 
and every Charm — YouVe made me mad, and I mail 
fwear my Soul away, if difappointed now. 

Gil. Ah, fave the Gentleman's Soul, I befeech ye, Ma- 
dam. 

L. Lam. Fm much inclined to Ac~ls of Piety 

And you have fuch a Power, that howe'er I incommode 

my Honour [Leaning on him, fmiling. He goes 

to lead her out, Enter La. Desbro. 
— Desbro here ! How unfeafonably fhe comes ? 

L. Def. Cry mercy, I'll withdraw a while. 

L. La7n. Ah, Desbro ! thou art come in the moft un- 
lucky Minute 1 was j'uft on the point of falling 

As thou fay'ft, thefe Heroicks have the flrangeft Power — 

L. Def. I never knew a Woman cou'd refift 'em. 

L. Lam. No marvel then, our Husbands ufe 'em fo, 
betray 'em, banifh 'em, fequefter, murder 'em, and every 
way difarm 'em 

L. Def. But their Eyes, Madam. 

L. Lam. Ay, their Eyes, Desbro ; I wonder our Lords 
fhou'd take away their Swords, and let 'em wear their 
Eyes. 

L. Def I'll move it to the Committee of Safety, Ma- 
dam, thofe Weapons mould be taken from 'em too. 

L. Lam. Still they'll have fome to be reveng'd on us. 

L. Def. Ay, fo they will ; My Lord fays, a Cavalier 
is a kind of Hydra, knock him o'th' Head as often as you 
will, he has flill one to peep up withal. 
Enter Page. 

Page. Madam, here's Mr. Freeman to fpeak with your 
Honour. 

Lov. 
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Lov. That's a Friend of mine, Madam, and 'twould be 
unneceffary he faw your Highnefs and I together : let us 
withdraw 

L. Lam. Withdraw ! why, what will Desbro fay ? 

Def O Madam, I know your Virtue and your Piety 
too well to fufpecl your Honour wrongfully : 'tis impof- 
fible a Lady that goes to a Conventicle twice a Day, be- 
fides long Prayers and loud Pfalm-fmging, fhou'd do any 
thing with an Heroick againfl her Honour. Your known 
Sandtity preferves you from Scandal But here's Free- 
man [Puts 'em in. 

Enter Freeman. 

Free. So, Madam you are very kind 

L. Def. My charming Freeman, this tedious Day of 
Abfence has been an Age in love. How haft thou liv'd 
without me ? 

Free. Like one condemn'd, fad and difconfolate, 
And all the while you made your Husband happy. 

L. Def. Name not the'Beaftly Hypocrite, thou know'ft 
I make no other ufe of him, 
But a dull Property to advance our Love. . 

Free. And 'tis but Juftice, Maria, he fequefter'd me of 
my whole Eftate, becaufe, he faid, I took up Arms in 
Ireland, on Noble Ormonde Side ; nay, hir'd Rogues, 
perjur'd Villains — Witneffes with a Pox, to fwear it too ; 
when at that time I was but Eight Years old ; hut I efcap'd 
as well as all the Gentry and Nobility of England. To 
add to this, he takes my Miflrefs too. 

L. Def. You miftake, my lovely Freeman ; I married 
only thy Eftate, the beft Compofition I cou'd make for 
thee, and I will pay it back with Intereft too. 

Free. You wou'd fufpecl my Love then, and fwear that 
all the Adoration I pay you, were, as we do to Heav'n, 
for Intereft only. 

L. Def. How you miftake my Love, but do ftill, fo 
you will let me give thefe — Proofs of it. {Gives him Gold. 

Free. Thus, like Atlante, you drop Gold in my Purfuit 
to Love, I may not over-take you : 
What's this to giving me one happy minute? 
Take back your Gold, and give me currant Love, 

The 
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The Treafure of your Heart, not of your Purfe 

When fhall we meet, Maria t 

L. Def. You know my leifure Hours are when my 
Honourable Lord has bufmefs in Affairs of State, or at his 
Prayers ; from which long-winded Exercife I have of late 
withdrawn my felf : three Hours by the Clock he prays 
extempore, which is, for National and Houfhold Bleffings : 

For the firft 'tis to confound the Interefl of the King, 

that the Lard wou'd deliver him, his Friends, Adherers 
and Allies, wherefoever fcattered about the Face of the 
whole Earth, into the Clutches of the Righteous : Prefs 
'em, good Lard, even as the Vintager doth the Grape in 
the Wine-Prefs, till the Waters and gliding Channels are 
made red with the Blood of the Wicked. [In a Tone. 

Free. And grant the Faithful to be mighty, and to be 
ftrong in Perfecution ; and more efpecially, ah ! I befeech 

thee confound that malignant Tory Freeman that he 

may never rife up in judgment againft thy Servant, who 
has taken from him his Eftate, his Suftenance and Bread ; 
give him Grace of thy infinite Mercy, to hang himfelf, if 
thy People can find no zealous Witneffes to fwear him to 
the Gallows legally. Ah, we have done very much for 
thee Lard, thou fhoud'ft confider us thy Flock, and we 
fhou'd be as good to thee in another thing. [In a Tone. 

L. Def. Thou hit'ft the zealous Twang right ; fure thou 
hall been acquainted with fome of 'em. 

Free. Damn 'em, no ; what honefl Man wou'd keep 'em 
Company, where harmlefs Wit and Mirth's a Sin, laugh- 
ing fcandalous, and a merry Glafs Abomination. 

L. Def. Yes, if you drink Healths my wicked Brother ; 
otherwife, to be filently drunk, to be as abufive and 
fatirical as you pleafe, upon the Heroicks, is allowable — 
for laughing, 'tis not indeed fo well ; but the precife Sneer 
and Grin is lawful ; no fwearing indeed, but lying and dif- 
fimulation in abundance. I'll affure you, they drink as 
deep, and entertain themfelves as well with this filent way 
of leud Debauchery, as you with all your Wit and Mirth, 
your Healths of the Royal Family. 

Free. Nay, I confefs, 'tis a great Pleafure to cheat the 
World. 

L. Def 
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L. Def ; Tis Power, as divine Hobbes calls it. 

Free. But what's all this to Love? Where fhallwemeet 
anon ? 

L. Def. Pll tell you, what will pleafe you as well—Your 
Friend is within with her Highnefs that mall be, if the 
Devil and her Husband's Politicks agree about the matter. 

Free. Ha, has my cautious Railer manag'd matters fo 
flyly? 

L. Def. No, no, the matter was manag'd to his Hand ; 
you fee how Heav'n brings things about, for the Good of 
your Party ; this Bufmefs will be worth to him at leaft a 

thoufand Pound a year, or two, well manag'd But 

fee, my Lady's Woman. 

Gil. Oh Madam, my Lord 

[Running cross the Stage into her Lady's Chamber. 

Free. Death, how fhall I bring my Friend off? he'll 
certainly be ruin'd. 

Enter Gill. Lov. and Lady Lam. 

Gill. Madam, he's coming up. 

Lov. Madam, for my felf I care not, but am much con- 

cern'd for you. [L. Lam. takes two Papers out of her 

Pocket, and gives *ei7i to Lov. and Free. 

L, Lam. Here, take thefe two Petitions, each of you 
one Poor Fellows you may be gone, your Peti- 
tions will not be granted. 

Enter Lambert. 

L. Lam. How now, my Dear, what Petitions ? 

Friends, what's your Bus'nefs ? 

L. Lam. 'Tis enough we know their Bufmefs, Love, 
we are fufficient to difpatch fiich Suiters, I hope. 

Lam, Pardon me, my Dear, I thought no harm ; but 
I faw you frown, and that made me concern'd. 

L. Lam. Frown ! 'Twou'd make any Body frown, to 

hear the Impudence of Gentlemen, thefe Cavaliers 

wou'd you think it my Dear, if this Fellow has not the 
Impudence to petition for the Thirds of his Eftate again, 
fo juftly taken from him for bearing arms for the Man? — 

L. Def Nay, I'm inform'd, that they, but two Nights 
ago, in a Tavern, drunk a Health to the Man too. 

Lam. 
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Lam. How durft you, Sirrah, approach my Lady with 
any fuch faucy Addrefs, you have receiv'd our Anfwer. 

Lov. Death, I have fcarce Patience. [Afide. 

Free. We knew, my Lord, the Influence your Ladies 
have over you, and Women are more tender and compaf- 
fionate naturally than Men ; and Sir, J tis hard for Gentle- 
men to ftarve. 

L. Lam. Have you not able Limbs ? can ye not work ? 

Lov. Perfons of our Education work ! 

La7n. Starve or beg then. 

L. Lam. Education ! why, I'll warrant there was that 
young Creature they call the Duke of Glocejler, was as 
well educated as any Lad in the Parifh : and yet you fee 
he mould have been bound Prentice to a Handy- Crafts 
Trade, but that our Lords could not fpare Money to bind 
him out, and fo they fent him to beg beyond Sea. 

Lov. Death, I mail do Mifchief : not all the Joy fhe 
gave me but now, can atone for this Blafphemy againft 
the Royal Youth. [Afide. 

Free. Patience — Well, my Lord, we find you are ob- 
durate, and well withdraw. 

Lam. Do fo : And if you dare prefume to trouble us 
any more, I'll have you whip'd d'ye hear. 

L. Def. Madam, I'll take my leave of your Ladyfhip. 

\Ex. Lov. Free, and L. Def, 

L. Lam. My Lord, 'twas I that ought to threaten J em — 

but you're fo forward ftill what makes you from the 

Committee ? 

Lam. I left fome Papers behind. 

L. Lam. And they'll make ufe of your Abfence to fet 
up Fleetwood King. 

Lam. I'll warrant ye my Dear. 

L. Lam. You'll warrant ! you are a Fool, and a Cox- 
comb ; I fee I muft go my felf, there will be no Bus'nefs 
done till I thunder 'em together : They want Old Oliver 
amongfl 'em, his Arbitrary Nod cou'd make ye all trem- 
ble ; when he wanted Power or Money, he need but 
cock in Parliament, and lay his Hand upon his Sword, 
and cry, I muft have Money, and had it, or kick'd ye all 
P out 
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out of Doors : And you are all mealy mouth' d, you can- 
not cock for a Kingdom. 

Lam. Pll warrant ye Dear, I can do as good a thing 
for a Kingdom. 

L. Lam. You can do nothing as you fhou'd do't : You 
want Old Oliver's Brain, Old Oliver's Courage, and Old 
Oliver's Counfel : Ah, what a politick Fellow was little 
Sir Anthony ! What a Head-piece was there ! What a 
plaguy Fellow Old Thurlo, and the reft ! But get ye back, 
and return me Protector at leaft, or never hope for Peace 
again. 

Lam. My Soul, trouble not thy felf, go in 

With mine no Power can equal be, 

And I wilt be a King to humour thee. {Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Council-Chamber, great Table, Chairs, 
and Papers, 

Enter two Clerks, who lay Papers in Order, and Door- 
keeper. 
Door. f~^ O M E, hafle, hafle, the Lords are coming — 
v_^ keep back there, room for the Lords, room 
for the honourable Lords : Heav'n blefs your Worlhips 
Honours. 

Enter Lambert, Fleetwood, Whitlock, Wariflon, dif- 
courfmg earnejlly ; to them- Duckenfield, Cobbet, 
Hewfon, Desbro, and others ; Duck, takes Wariflon 
by the Hand, and talks to him. 
War. Bread a gued Gentlemen, Ps ferv'd the Com- 
monwealth long and faithfully ; Ps turn'd and turned to 
aud Interefl and aud Religions that turn'd up Trump, and 
wons a me, but Ps get naught but Bagery by my Sol ; Ps 
noo put in for a Panfion as well as reft o ya Loones. 

Cob. What we can ferve you in, my Lord, you may 
command. 

Due. 
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Due. And I too, my Lord, when the Government is 
new moulded. 

War. Wons, Sirs, and I's fa moold it, 'twas ne'er fa 
moolded fin the Dam boon'd the Head on't. 

Due. I know there are fome ambitious Perfons that 
are for a fmgle perfon ; but we'll have hot Work e'er we 
yield to that. 

War. The faud Diel take 'em then for Archibald? 'tis 
worfe than Monarchy. 

Due. A thoufand times : have we with fuch Induflry 
been pulling down Kings of the Royal Family, to fet up 
Tyrants of our own, of mean and obfeure Birth ? No, if 
we're for a fingle Perfon, I'm for a lawful one. 

War. Wons and ya have fpoken aud my Lord, fo 
am I. 

Due. But Lambert has a bufy, haughty Spirit, and 
thinks to carry it ; but we'll have no fingle Perfon. 

War. Nor I, ods Bread ; the faud Diel brefl the Wem 
of Lambert, or any fingle Perfon in England. I's for 
yare Intereft my gued Lords. {Bowing. 

Lam. My Lord Wari/lon, will you pleafe to affume the 
Chair ? 

Enter Lovelefs, Freeman, and others with Petitions. 

War. Ah, my gued Loord, I's yare moft obedient 
humble Servant. [Bowing to Lam. all fet. 

All. Hum, hum. 

Fleet., My Lords and Gentlemen, we are here met to- 
gether in the Name of the Lard 

Due. Yea, and I hope we fhall hang together as one 
Man — A Pox upon your Preaching. \Afcde. 

Fleet. — And hope this Day's great Work will be for 
his Praife and Glory. 

Due. 'Bating long Graces, my Lord, we are met toge- 
ther for the Bus'nefs of the Nation, to fettle it, and to 
^ftablifh a Government. 

Fleet. Yea, verily : and I hope you will all unanimoufly 
agree, it fhall be your unworthy Servant. 

Lam. What elfe, my Lord ? 

Fleet. And as thou, Lard, hafl put the Sword into my 
Hand — 

P 2 Due. 
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Due. So put it into your Heart —my Lord, to do 

Juftice. 

Fleet. Amen. 

Due. Pd rather fee it there than in your Hand — 

[Afide. 

Fleet. For we are, as it were, a Body without a Head ; 
or, to fpeak more learnedly, an Animal inanimate. 

Hew. My Lord, let us ufe, as little as we can, the 
Language of the Beaft, hard Words ; none of your Elo- 
quence, it favoureth of Monarchy. 

Lam. My Lord, you mull give Men of Quality leave 
to fpeak in a Language more gentile and courtly than the 
ordinary fort of Mankind. 

Hew. I am forry to hear there are any of Quality 
among this honourable Diffembly. . [Stands up. 

Cob. Affembly, my Lord — ■— 

Hew. Well, you know my meaning ; or if there be 
any fuch, I'm forry they fhould own themfelves of 
Quality. 

Due. How ! own themfelves Gentlemen ! Death, Sir, 
d'ye think we were all born Coblers ? 

Hew. Or if you were not, the more the pity, for little 
England, I fay. [In a heat. 

Fleet. Verily, my Lords, Brethren mould not fall out, 
it is a Scandal to the good Caufe, and maketh the wicked 
rejoice. 

War. Wons, and theys garr the loofey Proverb on't 
te, when loons gang together by th' luggs, gued men get 
their ene. 

All. He, he, he. 

Due. He calls you Knaves by Craft, my Lords. 

War. Bread a gued, take't among ye Gentlemen, Ps 
ment weel. 

Fleet. I profefs, my Lord Wariflon, you make my 
Hair fland an end to hear how you fwear. 

War. Wons, my Loord, Ps fware as little as your 
Lordfhip, only Ps fwear out, and ya fwallow aud. 

Due. There's a Bone for you to pick, my Lord. 

All. He, he, he. 

Lam. We give my Lod Wariflon leave to jefl. 

Def. 
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Def. But what's this to the Government all this while ? 
A dad I fhall fit fo late, I fhall have no time to vifit my 
Horfes, therefore proceed to the Point. 

Hew. Ay, to the Point, my Lords ; the Gentleman that 
fpoke laft fpoke well. 

Cob. Well faid Brother, I fee you will in time fpeak 
properly. 

Due. But to the Government, my Lords ! 

[Beats the Table. 

Lam. Put 'em off of this Difcourfe, my Lord. 

\Afide to War. 

Def. My Lord Wariflon, move it, you are Speaker. 

War. The Diel a me, Sirs, and noo ya talk of a 
Speaker, I's tell ye a blithe Tale. 

Fleet. Ingenioufly my Lord, you are to blame to fwear 
fo. 

Lam. Your Story, my Lord. 

War. By my Sol mon, and there war a poor Woman 
the other Day begg'd o'th' Carle the Speaker, but he'd 
give her nought unlefs fhe'd let a Feart ; wons at laft a 
Feart fhe lat. Ay marry, quoth the Woman, noo my 
Rump has a Speaker te. 

All. He, he, he. 

Due. But to our Bus'nefs 

Def. Bus'nefs ; ay, there's the thing, I've a World 
on't. I fhou'd go and befpeak a Pair of Mittins and 
Shears for my Hedger and Shearer, a pair of Cards for 
my Thrafher, a Scythe for my Mower, and a Skreen-Fan 
for my Lady- Wife, and many other things ; my Head's 
full of Bus'nefs. I cannot flay — 

Whit. Fy my Lord, will you neglect the bus'nefs of the 
Day? We meet to oblige the Nation, and gratify our 
Friends. 

Def Nay, I'll do any thing, fo I may rife time enough 
to fee my Horfes at Night. 

Lov. Damn 'em, what's fluffs here for a Council- 
Table ? 

Free. Where are our Englifh Spirits, that can be 
govern'd by fuch Dogs as thefe ? 

P 3 Lam. 
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Lam. Clerk, read the Heads of what paft at our laft 
fitting. 

War. In the firft place, I muft mind your Lordfhips 
tol confider thofe that have been gued Members in the 
Commonwealth. 

Fleet. We fhall not be backward to gratify any that 
have ferv'd the Commonwealth. 

Whit. There's Money enough; we have taxt the Na- 
tion high. 

Due. Yes, if we knew where to find it : however read. 

Clerk reads.] To Walter Walter Draper, fix thoufand 
nine hundred twenty nine Pounds fix Shillings and five 
Pence, for Blacks for his Highnefs's Funeral. 

Lam. For the Devil's ; put it down for Oliver Crom- 
wePs Funeral : We'll have no Record rife up in Judg- 
ment for fuch a Villain. 

Lov. How live Affes kick the dead Lion ! \Afcde. 

Due. Hark ye, my Lords, we fit here to reward Ser- 
vices done to the Commonwealth ; let us confider whe- 
ther this be a Service to the Commonwealth or not ? 

Lam. However, we'll give him Paper for't. 

Hewf. Ay, let him get his Money when he can. 

Lam. Paper's not fo dear, and the Clerk's Pains will 
be rewarded. 

War. Right, my gued Lord, 'sbred, that Cromwel was 
th' faudefl limmer Loon that ever came into our Country, 
the faud Diel has tane him by th' Luggs for robbing our 
Houfes and Land. 

Fleet. No fwearing, my Lord. 

War. Weel, weel, my Loord, Ps learn to profefs and 
lee as well as beft on ya. 

Hewf. That may bring you profit, my Lord— but Clerk 
proceed. 

Clerk reads.] To Walter Frq/l, Treafurer of the Con- 
tingencies, twenty thoufand Pounds. . To Thurloe, Secre- 
tary to his Highnefs — 

Due. To old Noll. 

Clerk reads.] — Old Noll, ten thoufand Pounds, for un- 
known Service done the Commonwealth — To Mr. Hutch- 
' in/on, Treafurer of the Navy, two hundred thoufand 
^Pounds War. 
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War. Two hundred thoufand Pound ; Owns, what a 

Sum's there ? Marry it came from the Mouth of a 

Cannon fure. 

Clerk reads. ~\ A Prefent to the Right Honourable and 
truly Virtuous Lady, the Lady Lambert, for Service 
done to the late Proteclor. 

Hew/. Again fay CromweL 

Cler. — Cromwel — fix thoufand Pound in Jacobus's. 

War. 'Sbread, fike a Sum wou'd make me honour the 
Face of aud Jemmy. 

Clerk. To Mr. Ice fix thoufand Pound ; to Mr. Loether, 
late Secretary to his High 

Whit. To Oliver Cromwel fay, can you not obey Or- 
ders? 

Clerk. — Secretary to Oliver Cromwel — two thoufand 
nine hundred ninety nine Pounds for Intelligence and 
Information, and pioufly betraying the King's Liege Peo- 
ple. 

War. Haud, haud, Sirs, Mary en ya gift fo fail ya'll 
gif aud away from poor Archibald John/on. 

Whit. Speak for your felf, my Lord ; or rather, my 
Lord, do you fpeak for him. [To Lam. 

Lam: Do you move it for him, and I'll do as much 
for you anon. [A/lde to Whit. 

Whit. My Lord, fmce we are upon Gratifications, — 
let us confider the known Merit of the Lord Wari/lon, a 
Perfon of induftrious Mifchiefs to the malignant Party, 
and great Integrity to us, and the Commonwealth. 

War. Gued faith an Fs ha been a trufty Trojon, Sir, 
what fay you may very gued and gracious Loords ? — 

Due. I fcorn to let a Dog go unrewarded ; and you, 
Sir, fawn fo prettily, 'tis pity you fhou'd mifs Prefer- 
ment. 

Hewf. And fo 'tis ; come, come, my Lords, confider 
he was ever our Friend, and 'tis but reafonable we fhou'd 
flitch up one another's broken Fortunes. 

Due. Nay, Sir, I'm not againft it. 

All. 'Tis Reafon, 'tis Reafon. 

Free. Damn 'em, how they lavifh out the Nation ? 

War. Scribe, pretha read my Paper. , 

P 4 . Hewf. 
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Hewf Have you a Pertition there ? 

Cob. A Petition, my Lord. 

Hewf. Pfhaw, you Scholards are fo troublefome. 

Lam. Read the Subftance of it. [To the Clerk. 

Cler. That your Honours wou'd be pleas'd in confi- 
deration of his Service, to grant to your Petitioner, a 
confiderable Sum of Money for his prefent Supply. 
Fleet. Verily, order him two thoufand Pound — 

War. m Two thoufand poond ? Bread a gued, and I's 
gif my Voice for Fleetwood. [Afide. 

Lam. Two thoufand ; nay, my Lords, let it be three. 

War. Wons, I lee'd, I lee'd : Ps keep my Voice for 

Lambert Guds Benizon light on yar Sol, my gued 

Lord Lambert. 

Hewf. Three thoufand Pound ! why fuch a Sum wou'd 
buy half Scotland. 

War. Wons, my Lord, ya look but blindly on't then : 
time was, a Mite on't had bought . aud fhoos in yar Stall, 
Brother, tho noo ya fo abound in Irifh and Bifhpps 
Lands. 

Due. You have nick'd him there, my Lord. 

All. He, he, he. 

War. Scribe gang a tiny bit farther. 

Clerk. And that your Honours wou'd be pleas'd to 

confer an Annual Penfion on him 

■Lam. Reafon, I think ; what fay you my Lords, of 
five hundred Pound a Year ? 

All. Agreed, agreed. 

War. The Diel fwallow me, my Lord, ya won my 
Heart. 

Due. 'Tis very well but out of what mail this be 

rais'd ? 

Lam. We'll look what Malignant Eflates are forfeit, 
undifpos'd of — let me fee — who has young Freemants 
Eftate ? 

Def My Lord, that fell to me. 

Lam. What all the fifteen hundred Pound a Year ? 

Def A Dad, and all little enough. 

Free. The Devil do him good with it. 

Def. Had not the Lard put it into your Hearts to have 
given me two thoufand per Annum out of Bifhops 

Lands, 
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Lands, and three thoufand^r Annum out of the Mar- 
quefs's Eflate ; how fhou'd I have liv'd and ferv'd the 
Commonwealth as I have done ? 

Free. A Plague confound his Honour, he makes a hard 
fhift to live on Eight thoufand Pound a Year, who was 
born and bred a Hedger. 

Lov. Patience, Friend. 

Lam. I have been thinking — but I'll find out a way. 

Lov. Or betray fome honeft Gentleman, on purpofe 
to gratify the Loone. 

Lam. And Gentlemen, I am bound in Honour and 
Confcience to fpeak in behalf of my Lord Whitlock ; I 
think fit, if you agree with me, he fhou'd be made Con- 
flable of Wind/or Cattle, Warden of the Forett, with the 
Rents, Perquifites, and Profits thereto belonging ; nor 
can your Lordlhips confer a Place of greater Trutt and 
Honour in more fafe Hands. 

Due. I find he wou'd oblige all to his fide. [AJlde. 

Has he not part of the Duke of Buckingham's Ettate al- 
ready, with Chelfey Houfe, and feveral other Gifts ? 

Lam. He has dearly deferv'd 'em ; he has ferv'd our 
Interett well and faithfully. 

Due. And he has been well paid for't. 

Whit. And fo were you, Sir, with feveral Lordfhips, 
and Bifhops Lands, you were not born to, I conceive. 

Due. I have not got it, Sir, by knavifh Ouerks in 
Law ; a Sword that deals out Kingdoms to the brave, has 
cut out fome fmall parcels of Earth for me. And what of 
this ? {Stands up in a heat. 

Whit. I think, Sir, he that talks well, and to th' pur- 
pofe, may be as ufeful to the Commonwealth as he that 
rights well. Why do we keep fo many elfe in Penfion 
that ne'er drew Sword, but to talk, and rail at the malig- 
nant Party ; to libel and defame 'em handfomly, with 
pious ufeful Lyes, 

Which pafs for Gofpel with the common Rabble, 
And edify more than Hugh Peters 's Sermons ; 
And make Fools bring more Grift to th' publick Mill. 
Then, Sir, to wreft the Law to our convenience 
Is no fmall, inconfiderate Work. 

21 Vol. I. P 5 Free. 
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Free. And which you may be hang'd for very fhortly — 

[AJide. 

Lam. 'Tis granted, my Lord, your Merit's infinite — 
We made him Keeper of the Great Seal, 'tis true, 'tis 
Honour, but no Salary. 

Due. Ten thoufand Pound a Year in Bribes will do as 
well. 

Lam. Bribes are not fo frequent now as in Old Noll's 
Days. 

Hewf. Well, my Lord, let us be brief and tedious, as 
the faying is, and humour one another : I'm for Whit- 
lock's Advance. 

Lam. I move for a Salary, Gentlemen, Scobel and 
other petty Clerks have had a thoufand a Year ; my Lord 
fure merits more. 

Hewf. Why — let him have two thoufand then. 

Fleet. I profefs ingenioufly, with all my Heart. 

Whit. I humbly thank your Lordfhips but, if I 

may be fo bold to ask, from whence fhall I receive it ? 

Lam. Out of the Cuftoms. 

Cob. Brotherly Love ought to go along with us — but, 
under favour, when this is gone, where fhall we raise 
new Supplies ? 

Lam. We'll tax the Nation high, the City higher, 
They are our Friends, our moft obfequious Slaves, 
Our Dogs to fetch and carry, our very Affes 

Lov. And our Oxes, with the help of their Wives. 

[Aftde. 

Lam. Befides, the City's rich, and near her time, I 
hope, of being deliver'd. 

War. Wons a gued, wad I'd the laying o' her, fhe 
fhou'd be fweetly brought to Bed, by my Sol. 

Def. The City cares for no Scotch Pipers, my Lord. 

War. By my Sol, but fhe has dane'd here after the gued 
Pipe of Reformation, when the Covenant Jigg gang'd 
maryly round, Sirs. 

Clerk. My Lords, here are fome poor malignant 
Petitioners. 

Lam. Oh, turn 'em out, here's nothing for 'em ; thefe 

Fellows were petitioning my Lady to day 1 thought 

fhe had given you a fatisfaclory Anfwer. 

Lov. 
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Lov. She did indeed, my Lord : but 'tis a hard Cafe, 
to take away a Gentleman's Ettate, without convicting 
him of any Crime. 

Lam. Oh, Sir, we fhall prove that hereafter. 

Lov. But to make hire Work, you'll hang a Man firft, 
and examine his Offence afterwards ; a Plague upon 
your Confcience : My Friend here had a little fairer Play ; 
your Villains, your Witneffes in Penfion fwore him a 
Colonel for our glorious Matter, of ever bleffed Memo- 
ry, at eight Years old ; a Plague upon their Miracles. 

Fleet. Ingeniously, Sirrah, you fhall be pillory'd for 
defaming our reverend Witneffes : Guards take 'em to 
your Cuflody both. 

Free. Damn it, I fhall mifs my Affignation with Lady 
Desbro ; a Pox of your unneceffary prating, what fhall 
I do ? [Guards take 'em away. 

Lam. And now, my Lords, we have finifhed the Bu- 
fmefs of the Day. My good Lord Fleetwood, I am en- 
tirely yours, and at our next fitting fhall approve my 
felf your Creature — 

Whit. My good Lord, I am your fubmiffive Vaffal. 

War. Wons, my Lord, I fcorn any Man fhou'd be 
mereyare Vaffal than Archibald John/on. 

[To Fleetwood. [Ex. AIL 

SCENE, A Chamber. 

Enter La. Desbro, and Corporal in hajle. 

L. Def. Seiz'd on, fecur'd ! Was there no time but 
this? 

What made him at the Committee, or when there why 
fpoke he honefl Truth ? What fhall I do good Corporal ? 
Advife ; take Gold, and fee if you can corrupt his Guards : 
but they are better paid for doing Mifchief? yet try, 
their Confciences are large. [Gives hinti Gold. 

Cor. I'll venture my Life in fo good a Caufe, Ma- 
dam. [Exit. 
Enter Page. 

Pag. Madam, here's Mr. Ananias Gogle, the Lay-Elder 
of Clemenfs Parifh. 

L. Def 
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L. Def Damn the fham Saint ; am I now in Condition 
to be plagu'd with his impertinent Nonfenfe ? 

Pag. Oh, Pray Madam, hear him preach a little ; 'tis 

the purefl Sport 

Enter Ananias. 

Ana. Peace be in this Place. 

L. Def. A bleffed hearing ; he preaches nothing in his 
Conventicles, but Blood and Slaughter. [Afde. 

What wou'd you, Sir ? I'm fomething bufy now. 

Ana. Ah, the Children of the Elect have no Bufmefs 
but the great Work of Reformation : Yea verily, I fay, 
all other Bufmefs is profane, and diabolical, and devilifh ; 
Yea, I fay, thefe Dreffmgs, Curls, and mining Habilli- 
ments — which take fo up your time, your precious time ; 
I fay, they are an Abomination, yea, an Abomination 
in the fight of the Righteous, and ferve but as an Ignis 

fahius, to lead vain Man aftray 1 fay again 

[Looking now and then behind on the Page. 

L. Def. You are a very Coxcomb. 

Ana. I fay again, that even I, upright I, one of the 
new Saints, find a fort of a — a — I know not what— a 

kind of a Motion as it were a ftirring up — as a Man 

may fay, to wickednefs Yea, verily it corrupteth the 

outward Man within me. 

L. Def. Is this your Bufmefs, Sir, to rail againft our 
Clothes, as if you intended to preach me into my Primi- 
tive Nakednefs again? 

Ana. Ah, the naked Truth is beft ; but, Madam, I 
have a little work of Grace to communicate unto you, 
pleafe you to fend your Page away 

L. Def. Withdraw — fure I can make my Party good 
with one wicked Elder : — Now, Sir, your Bus'nefs. 

[Ex. Page. 
Be brief. 

Ana. As brief as you pleafe — but — who in the fight of 
fo much Beauty — can think of any Bus'nefs but the Bus'nefs 
— Ah ! hide thofe tempting Breafts, — Alack, how fmooth 
and warm they are {Feeling 'em, andfneering. 

L. Def. How now, have you forgot your Function ? 

Ana. Nay, but I am mortal Man alfo, and may fall fe- 

ven times a day Yea verily, I may fall feven times a 

day 
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day — Your Ladifhip's Husband is old,— and where there 

is a good excufe for falling, ah, there the falling — 

is excufable. — And might I but fall with your Ladifhip, — 
might I, I fay. — 

L. Def How, this from you, the Head o'th' Church 
Militant, the very Pope of Presbytery ? 

Ana. Verily, the Sin lieth in the Scandal ; therefore 
mofh of the difcreet pious Ladies of the Age chufe us, 
upright Men, who make a Confcience of a Secret, the 

Laity being more regardlefs of their Fame. In fober 

fadnefs, the Place inviteth, the Creature tempting, 

and the Spirit very violent within me. 

[Takes and ruffles her. 

L. Def. Who waits there ? — Fm glad you have prov'd 
your felf what I ever thought of all your pack of Knaves. 

Ana. Ah, Madam ! Do not ruin my Reputation ; there 
are Ladies of high Degree in the Commonwealth, to 
whom we find our felves molt comforting ; why might 
not you be one — for, alas, we are accounted as able Men 
in Ladies Chambers, as in our Pulpits : we ferve both 

Functions 

Enter Servants. 
Hah ! her Servants [Stands at a dijlance. 

L. Def. Shou'd I tell this, I fiWd not find belief. 

[Aftde. 

Ana. Madam, I have another Errand to your Ladifhip. 
— It is the Duty of my Occupation to catechize the Heads 
of every Family within my Diocefe ; and you mufl anfwer 

fome few Queftions I fhall ask. In the firfl place, 

Madam, Who made ye ? 

L. Def So, from Whoring, to a zealous Catechifm — 
who made me? what Infolence is this, to ask me Queftions 
which every Child that lifps out Words can anfwer. 

Ana. Tis our Method, Madam, 

L. Def. Your Impudence, Sirrah, let me examine 

your Faith, who are fo fawcy to take an account of mine 

Who made you ? But left you fhou'd not know, I 

will inform you : Firft, Heav'n made you a deform'd, ill- 
favour'd Creature ; then the Rafcal your Father made you 
a Taylor ; next, your Wife made you a Cuckold ; and laft- 
ly, the Devil has made you a Doctor ; and fo get you 
gone for a Fool and a Knave all over. Ana. 
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Ana. A Man of my Coat affronted thus ! 

L. Def It mall be worfe, Sirrah, my Husband mail 
know how kind you wou'd have been to him, becaufe 
your Difciple and Benefaclor, to have begot him a Babe 
of Grace for a Son and Heir. 

Ana. Miflake not my pious meaning, moft gracious Lady. 

L. Def Pll fet you out in your Colours : Your impu- 
dent and Bloody Principles, your Cheats, your Rogueries 
on honefl Men, thro their kind, deluded Wives, whom 
you cant and goggle into a Belief, 'tis a great work of 
Grace to ileal, and beggar their whole Families, to con- 
tribute to your Gormandizing, Luft and Lazinefs ; Ye 
Locufls of the Land, preach Nonfenfe, Blafphemy, and 
Treafon, till you fweat again, that the fanclify'd Sifters 
may rub you down, to comfort and confole the Creature. 

Ana. Ah ! Am 

L. Def. Sirrah, be gone, and trouble me no more — 

be gone yet flay the Rogue may be of ufe 

to me Amongft the heap of Vice, Hypocrify, and 

Devils that poffefs all your Party, you may have fome 
neceffary Sin ; Pve known fome honefl, ufeful Villains 
amongfl you, that will fwear, profefs, and lye devoutly 
for the Good Old Caufe. 

Ana. Yea verily, I hope there are many fuch, and I 
fhou'd rejoice, yea, exceedingly rejoice in any Gadly Per- 
formance to your Ladifhip. 

L,. Def. This is a pious Work : You are a Knave of 
Credit, a very Saint with the rafcally Rabble, with whom 
your feditious Cant more prevails, your precious Hum 
and Ha, and gifted Nonfenfe, than all the Rhetorick of 
the Learned or Honefl. 

Ana. Hah ! 

L. Def In fine, I have ufe for your Talent at 

prefent, there's one now in Confinement of the Royal 
Party his Name's Freeman. 

Ana. And your Ladifhip wou'd have him difpatch'd ; 
I conceive ye but wou'd you have him difpatch'd pri- 
vately, or by Form of Law? we've Tools for all ufes, 
and 'tis a pious Work, and meritorious. 

L. Def Right, I wou'd indeed have him difpatch'd, 
and privately ; but 'tis hither privately, hither to my Cham- 
ber, 
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ber, privately, for I have private Bus'nefs with him. D'ye 

Hart ? this mufl be done for you can pimp Fm 

fure upon occafion, you've Tools for all ufes ; come, re- 
folve, or I'll difcover your bloody Offer. Is your Stomach 
fo queafy it cannot digeft Pimping, that can fwallow 
Whoring, falfe Oaths, Sequeftration, Robbery, Rapes, 
and Murders daily ? 

Ana. Verily, you miftake my pious Meaning ; it is the 
Malignant I flick at ; the' Perfon, not the Office : and in 
fadnefs, Madam, it goeth againfl my tender Confcience 
to do any good to one of the Wicked. 

L. Def It mull flretch at this time ; go hafte to the 
Guard, and demand him in my Husband's Name ; here's 
fomething woith your Pains — having releas'd him, bring 

him to me, you underfland me go bid him be diligent, 

and as you behave your felf, find my Favour : for know, 
Sir, I am as great a Hypocrite as you, and know the 
Cheats of your Religion too ; and mice we know one 
another, 'tis like we fhall be true. 

Ana. But fhou'd the Man be miffing, and I call'd to 
account ? 

L. Def. He fhall be return'd in an Hour : go, get you 
gone, and bring him, or — no more — [Exeunt. 

For all degrees of Vices, you mufl grant, 
There is no Rogue like your Geneva Saint. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Chamber, Candles, and Lights. 

Enter L. Desbro and Freeman. 

L. Def. T3 Y what flrange Miracle, my dearefl Freeman, 
D wert thou fet at liberty ? 
Free. On the zealous Parole of Rabbie Ananias ; that 
Rhetorick that can convert whole Congregations of well- 
meaning Blockheads to errant Knaves, has now mollify'd 

my 
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my Keeper ; I'm to be render'd back within this Hour : 
let's not, my dear Maria, lofe the precious minutes this 
Reverend Hypocrite has given us. 

L. Def. Oh ! you are very gay, have you forgot whofe 
Prifoner you are, and that perhaps, e'er many Days are 
ended, they may hang you for High-Treafon againfl the 
Commonwealth ? they never want a good thorow-ftitch'd 
Witnefs to do a Murder lawfully. 

Free. No matter, then I fhall die with Joy, Maria, 
when I confider, that you lov'd fo well to give me the lafl 
Proof on't. 

L. Def. Are you in earneft, Freeman ? and wou'd you 
take what Honour will not fuffer me to grant ? 

Free. With all my Heart, Honour's a poor Excufe. 
Your Heart and Vows (your better part) are mine ; 
you've only lent your Body out to one whom you call 
Husband, and whom Heaven has mark'd for Cuckoldom. 
Nay, 'tis an Ac~l of honeft Loyalty, fo to revenge our 
Caufe ; whilfl you were only mine, my honefl Love 
thought it a Sin to prefs thefe Favours from you ; 'twas 
injuring my felf as well as thee ; but now we only give 
and take our Right. 

L. Def. No more, my Husband's old 

Free. Right, my dear Maria, and therefore 

L. Def. May poffibly die 

Free. He will be hang'd firft. 

L. Def. — I hope fo — either of which will do our 

Bufmefs unreafonable Freeman, not to have Patience 

till my Husband be hang'd a little. 

Free. But what if Deftiny put the Change upon us, and 
I be hang'd inflead of Desbro ? 

L. Def Why then thou art not the firft gallant Fellow 
that has died in the good and royal Caufe ; and a fmall 
tafte of Happinefs will but turn thee off the Ladder with 
the fadder Heart. 

Free. Haft thou the Confcience, lovely as thou art, 
To deal out all thy Beauty to a Traitor ? 
Is not this Treafon of the higheft Nature, 
To rob the Royal Party of fuch Treafure, 
And give it to our mortal Enemies ? 
For fhame, be wife, and juft, 

And 
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And do not live a Rebel to our Caufe ; 
i J Tis Sin enough to have Society with fuch a wicked Race. 

L. Def. But I am married to him. 

Free. So much the worfe, to make a League and Co- 
venant with fuch Villains, and keep the finful Contract ; 
a little harmlefs lying and Diffimulation Til allow thee, 
but to be downright honeft, 'tis the Devil. 

L. Def. This will not do, it never mall be faid I've 
been fo much debauch'd by Conventicling to turn a fain- 
ted Sinner ; No, I'm true to my Allegiance ftill, true to 
my King and Honour. Sufpedl my Loyalty when I lofe 
my Virtue : a little time, I'm fure, will give me honeftly 
into thy Arms ; if thou haft Bravery, fhew it in thy Love. 

Free. You will o'ercome, and fhame me every way ; — 
but when will this Change come? and till it do, what 
Pawn will you give me, I mail be happy then ? 

L. Def. My Honour, and that Happinefs you long for, 
and take but two Months time for their Redemption. 

F?'ee. How greedily I'll feize the Forfeiture ! 

L. Def. But what am I like to get if this Change do 
come ? 

Free. A Slave, and whatever you pleafe to make of 
him. 

L. Def. Who knows, in fuch an univerfal Change, 
how you may alter too ? 

Free. Ill give ye Bond and Vows, unkind Maria, 

Here take my Hand Be it known unto all Men, by 

thefe Prefents, that I John Freeman of London Gent, 
acknowledge my felf in Debt to Maria Desbro, the Sum 
of one Heart, with an incurable Wound ; one Soul, 
deflined hers from its firfl Being ; and one Body, whole, 
found, and in perfect Health ; which I here promife to 
pay to the faid Maria, upon Demand, if the aforefaid 
John Freeman be not hang'd before fuch Demand made. 
Whereto I fet my Hand — and feal it with my Lips. 

[In a Tone. 

L. Def And I, in confideration of fuch Debt, do 
freely give unto the abovefaid John Freeman, the Heart 
and Body of the abovefaid Maria Desbro, with all Appur- 
tenances thereto belonging, whenever it fhall pleafe Hea- 
ven to bring my Husband fairly to the Gallows. [In a Tone. 

Fre$. 
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Free. Amen kifs the Book \KiJfes her. 

[Ana. hums without. 

L. Def. Hah ! that's Ananias : fure fome Danger's 
near the neceffary Rafcal gives us notice of it. 

Free. Tis fo, what wouldft thou have me do ? 

L. Def. Thou art undone if feen here, Hep within 

this Curtain. [He goes. 

Enter Ananias, humming and fpreading his Cloak wide; 

Desbro behind him, puffing in a Chafe. 

l)ef Ads nigs, what a Change is here like to be ? 

puff, puff we have manag'd Matters fweetly to let 

the Scotch General undermine us ; puff, puff. 

L. Def What's the Matter ? 

Def Nothing, Cockey, nothing, but that we are like 
to return to our firfl nothing. 

Ana. Yes verily, when our time's come ; but ah, the 
great Work of Reformation is not yet fully accomplifh'd, 
which muff be wrought by the Saints, and we cannot fpare 
one of them until the Work be finifh'd. 

Def Yea, yea, it is finifh'd I doubt, puff, puff: fie, 
fie, what a Change is here ? 

Ana. Patience, ah, 'tis a precious Virtue ! 

Def. Patience, Sir ! what, when I fhall lofe fo many 
fine Eftates which did appertain to the Wicked ; and which, 
I trufled, had been eflablifh'd ours, and tell'fl thou me of 
Patience? puff, puff. [Walking fafi. 

Ana. How ! lofe 'em, Sir ? handle the matter with 
Patience ; I hope the Committee of Safety, or the Rump, 
will not do an illegal thing to one of the Brethren. 

Def No, no, I have been a trufly Knave to them, and 
fo I have found them all to me : but Monk I Mo?tk ! O 
that ever we fhould. be fuch blind Fools to truft an honefl 
General ! 

Ana. Patience Sir ! what of him ? 

Def I jufl now receiv'd private Intelligence, he's coming 
out of Scotland with his Forces puff, puff. 

Ana. Why let him come in Gad's Name, we have 
thofe will give him a civil Salute, if he mean not honou- 
rably to the Commonwealth. Patience, Sir. 

Def But if he proves the ftronger, and fhou'd chance 

to be fo great a Traitor to us, to bring in the Man ■- 

the King. L. Def. 
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L. Def. How, the King, Husband ! the great Heroick ! 

Free. Death, this Woman is a Sybil : ah, noble Monk / 

Ana. Hum the King ! 

Def. Ah, and with the King, the Bifhops ; and then, 
where's all our Church and Bifhops Lands ! oh, undone — 
puff, puff. 

Ana. How, bring in the Kings and Bifhops ! my 
righteous Spirit is raifed too 1 fay, I will excommu- 
nicate him for one of the Wicked, yea, for a profane 
Heroick, a Malignant, a Tory,— a — I fay, we will fur- 
round him, and confound him with a mighty Hofl ; yea, 
and fight the Lard's Battel with him : yea, we will — 

Def. Truckle to his Pow'r — puff, puff. 

A7ia. I fay verily, nay ; for, in Sadnefs, I will die in 
my Calling. 

Def So I doubt fhall I — which is Ploughing, Hedging, 
and Ditching. 

Ana. Yea, we have the Sword of the Righteous in 
our Hand, and we will defend the mighty Revenues of 
the Church, which the Lard has given unto his People, 
and chofen ones — I fay, we will defend — — 

Def. Ah, Patience, Sir, ah, 'tis a pious Virtue 

A7ia. Ah, it is Zeal in one of us, the Out-goings of 
the Spirit. 

Enter Page. 

Page, Sir, will you go down to Prayers ? the Chaplain 
waits. 

Def No, no, Boy, I am too ferious for that Exercife, 
I cannot now diffemble, Heav'n forgive me. 

Ana. How, Sir, not diffemble — ah, then you have loft 
a great Virtue indeed, a very great Virtue ; ah, let us not 
give away the good old Caufe — but, as we have main- 
tained it by gadly Cozenage, and pious Frauds, let us per- 
fevere— ah, let us perfevere to the end ; let us not lofe 
our Heritage for a Mefs of Pottage, that is, let us not 
lofe the Caufe for Diffimulation and Hypocrify, thofe two 
main Engines that have carried on the great Work. 

Def Verily, you have prevail' d, and I will go take 
counfel of my Pillow : Boy — call my Man to undrefs 
me — Pll to Bed, for I am fick at Heart. [Ex. Page. 

Free. 
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Free. Death, what fhall I do now ? 

[Def. walks, JIte whifpers Ana. 

L. Def. You muft get my Man off, or we're undone. 

Ana. Madam, be comforted, Heaven will bring all 
things about for our Advantage [As Def. turns. 

L. Def. But he's behind the Curtains, Man 

[Def. turns from J em. 

Ana. Ah, let Providence alone — [Spreads his Cloak 

wide, and goes by degrees ' towards the Bed.] Your 

pious Lady, Sir, is doubtful, but I will give her ample 
Satisfaction. 

Def Ah, do, Mr. Ananias, do for fhe's a good and vir- 
tuous Lady, certo fhe is. [Ana. goes clofe to the Be&ftofl, 
andfpeaks over his Shoulder. • 

Ana. Get ye behind my Cloak — 

L. Def. Indeed Sir, your Counfel and Affiftance is ve- 
ry comfortable. 

Ana. We fhou'd be Help-meets to one another, 
Madam. 

Def. Alack, good Man ! [L. Def. goes to coax her 

Husband. 

L. Def Ay, my dear, I am fo much oblig'd to him, 
that I know not without thy Aid, how to make him a- 
mends. 

Free, So, this is the firfl Cloak of Zeal I ever made 
ufe of. 

[Ana. going, fpreading his Cloak, to the Door, Free. 
behind goes out. 

Def. Good Lady give him his twenty Pieces, adad he 
worthily deferves 'em. [Gives her Gold.- 

L. Def. Indeed, and fo he does, Dear, if thou knew'ft 

all. What fay you now, do I not improve in Hy- 

pocrify ? And fhall I not in time make a precious Mem- 
ber of your Church ? [To Ana. 

Ana. Verily, your Ladifhip is mofl ingenious and ex- 
pert. Sir, I mofl humbly take my leave. [Ex. Ana. 

Enter Page. 

Page. My Lord, my Lord Lambert has fent in all hafte 
for you, you muft attend at his Houfe immediately. 

Def So, he has heard the News 1 muft away 

let my Coach be ready. [E x - Def. 

L. Def 
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L. Def. How unlucky was this that Freeman fhould be 

gone Sirrah, run, and fee to overtake him, and 

bring him back. {Exeunt. 

SCENE II. A fine Chamber. 

Enter Gilliflower and Lovelefs by dark, dreji richly. 
Lov. Where am I, Gilliflower ? 

Gill. In my Lady's Apartment, Sir, fhe'll be with you 
prefently ; you need not fear betraying, Sir, for 111 af- 
fure you I'm an Heroick in my Heart : my Husband was 
a Captain for his Majefty of ever-bleffed Memory, and 
kill'd at Nafeby, God be thanked, Sir. 

Lov. What pity 'tis that thou fhouldfl fervethis Party? 
Gill. 'Bating her Principles, my Lady has good Na- 
ture enough to oblige a Servant ; and truly Sir, my Vails 
were good in old Oliver's Days ; I got well by that A- 
mour between him and my Lady ; the Man was lavifh 
enough. 

Lov. Yes, of the Nation's Treafure — —but prithee 
tell me, is not • thy Lady mad, raving on Crowns and 
Kingdoms ? 

Gill. It appears fo to you, who are not us'd to the Va- 
nity of the Party, but they are all fo mad in their De- 
gree, and in the Fit they talk of nothing elfe, Sir : we 
have to morrow a Hearing as they call it. 
Lov. What's that, a Conventicle ? 
Gill. No, no, Sir, Ladies of the laft Edition, that pre- 
fent their Grievances to the Council of Ladies, of which 
my Lady's chief, which Grievances are laid open to the 
Committee of Safety, and fo redref d or flighted, as they 
are. 

Lov. That muft be worth one's Curiofity, could one 
but fee't. 

Gill. We admit no Man, Sir. 

Lov. 'Sdeath, for fo good a fight I will turn Woman, 
I'll aa it to a hair. 

Gill. That would be excellent. 

Lov. Nay, I muft do't ; the Novelty is rare but I'm 

impatient prithee let thy Lady know I wait. 

Gill. She's in Affairs of State, but will be here imme- 
diately ; 
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diately ; mean time, retire into her Cabinet, I'll fend the 
Page with Lights, there you may repofe till my Lady 
comes, on the Pallat. ' [She leads him out, 

SCENE, A great Chamber of 
State, and Canopy, 

And at a Table, feated Lambert, Fleetwood, Desbro, 
Hewfon, Duckenfield, Warifton, Cobbet ; all half 
drunk, with Bottles and Glaffes on the Table ; L. 
Lam. and L. Fleet. 
Lam. My Lord Warifton, you are not merry to night. 
War. Wons Mon, this Monk flicks in my Gullet, the 
muckle Diel pull him out by th' Lugs ; the faud Loone 
will en fpoyle aud our Sport mon. 

Lam. I thought I had enough fatisfied all your Fears ; 
the Army's mine, that is, — 'tis yours, my Lords, and I'll 
imploy it too fo well for the Good of the Commonwealth, 
you fhall have Caule to commend both my Courage and 
Conduct ; my Lord Warifton, will you accompany me ? 

War. Ah, my gued Lord, the Honour is too great. 
'Tis not but I's dare light, my Lord, but I love not the 
limmer Loone, he has a villanous honeft Face an's ene ; 
Fs ken'd him ence, and lik't him not ; but Fs drink to 
yar gued Fortune ; let it gang aboote, ene and ad Sirs. 

[All drink. 
Lam. We'll leave all Difcourfe of Bus'nefs, and give 
our felves to Mirth ; I fancy good Succefs from this day's 
Omen. 

Enter Gill, whifpers L. Lam. Jhe rifes. 
' L. Lam. Waited fo long ! 
Gill. And grew impatient, an't pleafe your Highnefs ; 
mufl I go tell him you cannot fee him to night. 

L. Lam. Not for the World ; my filly Politician will be 
bufying himfelf in the dull Affairs of State ; 

Dull in comparifon of Love, I mean ; 

I never lov'd before ; old Oliver I fuffer'd for my Intereft, 
And 'tis fome Greatnefs, to be Miflrefs to the beft ; 
But this mighty Pleafure comes a profto, 
To fweeten all the heavy Toils of Empire. 

Gill. 
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Gill. So it does, an't pleafe your Highnefs. 

L. Lam. Go, let him know Pm coming — Madam, I 
muft beg your Pardon ; you hear, my Lord, to morrow 
goes on his great Expedition ; and, for any thing we 
know, may fall a glorious Sacrifice to the Commonwealth ; 
therefore 'tis meet I offer up fome Prayers for his Safety, 
and all my leifure Hours 'twixt this and that, will be too 
few Your humble Servant, Madam. [Ex. L. Lam. 

L. Fleet. My Dear, Pll leave you too, my time of 
Devotion is come, and Heav'n will Hay for no Body ; 
where are my People ? is my Coach ready, or my Chair ? 

Fleet. Go in your Chair my Love, left you catch cold. 

L. Fleet. And light your Flambeau, 1 love to have 

my Chair furrounded with Flambeaus. 
Enter Page. 

Page. Your Chair is ready, Madam. 

[She goes out led by Fleet. 

Hew/. What think ye now my Lords, of fettling the 
Nation a little ? I find my Head fwim with Politicks, and 
what ye call urns. 

War. Wons, and wad ya fettle the Nation when we 
reel our felves ? 

Hewf. Who, pox, fhall we Hand making Childrens 
Shoes all the Year? No, no, let's begin to fettle the 
Nation, I fay, and go thro-ftitch with our Work. 

Due. Right, we have no Head to obey ; fo that if this 
Scotch General do come whilflwe Dogs fight for the Bone, 
he runs away with it. 

Hewf. Shaw, we fhall patch up matters with the Scotch 
General, Pll warrant you : However, here's to our next 
Head — One and all. [All drink. 

Fleet. Verily, Sirs, this Health-drinking favoureth of 
Monarchy, and is a Type of Malignancy. 

War. Bread, my Lord, no preaching o'er yar Liquor, 
wee's now for a Cup o'th' Creature. 

Cob. In a gadly way you may ; it is lawful. 

Lam. Come, come, we're dull, give us fome Mu- 

fick come my Lord, Pll give you a Song, I love Mu- 

fick as I do a Drum, there's Life and Soul in't, call my 
Mufick. 

Fleet. Yea, I am for any Mufick, except an Organ. 

War. 
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War. Sbread, Sirs, and Ps a Horn-pipe, Pve a faud 
Theefe here fhall dance ye Dance tol a Horn-pipe, with 
any States-man a ya aud. 

All. He, he, he. 

Due. I know not what your faud Theefe can do ; but 
I'll hold you a Wager, Colonel Hew/on, and Colonel 
Desbro fhall dance ye the Seint's Jigg with any Sinner of 
your Kirk, or field Conventicler. 

War. Wons, and Ps catch 'em at that fport, Ps dance 
tol 'em for a Scotch Pound ; but farft' your Song, my Lord, 
I hope 'tis boody, or elfe 'tis not werth a Feart. 

All. He, he, he. 



SONG, fung by my Lord Lambert. 

A Pox of the States-man thafs witty, 

That watches and plots all the fleeple/s Night, 

For /editions Harangues to the Whigs of the City, 

And piou/ly turns a Traitor infpite. 

Let him wrack, and torment his lean Carrion, 

To bring his /ham- Plots about, 

Till Religion, King, Bi/hop, and Baron, 

For the publick Good, be quite routed out. 

Whil/l we that are no Politicians, 
But Rogues that are re/olute, bare-fad d and great, 
Boldly head the rude Rabble in open Sedition, 
Bearing all down be/ore us in Church and in State. 

Your Lmpude7ice is the be/l State-trick, 
And he that by Law means to rule, 
Let his Hi/lory with ours be related, 

Tho we prove the Knaves, y tis he is the Fool. 

War. The Diel a me, wele fung my Lord, and gen 
aud Trades fail, yas make a quaint Miniflrel. 

All. He, he, he. 

War. Noo, Sirs, yar Dance? [They fling Cu/Iiions 

at one another, and grin. Mufick plays.] Marry, 

Sirs, an this be yar dancing, tol dance and ne'er ftir Stap, 
the Diel lead the Dance for Archibalds 

{When 



The Good Old Caufe. 337 

[ When they have flung Cujhions thus a while to the Mu- 
ftck time, they beat each other from the Table, one 
by one, and fall into a godly Dance ; after a while, 
Warifton rifes, and dances ridiculoufly a while a- J 
mongfl them ; then to the Time of the Tune, tkey { 
take out the refl, as at the Cufhion-Dance, or in that 
nature. Warifton being the lafl taken in, leads the 
refl. 
— Haud Minftrels haud ; Bread a gued. I's fatch ad La- 
dies in — lead away Minftrels tol my Lady's Apartment. 

[Mufick playing before all. 
[Exeunt dancing. 

SCENE Flat. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Cock, Here mufl I wait, to give my Lady notice 

when my Lord approaches ; The fine Gentleman that 

is alone with her, gave me thefe two fine Pieces of Gold, 
and bad me buy a Sword to fight for the King withal ; and 
I'm refolv'd to lay it all out in a Sword, not a penny in 
Nickers, and fight for the Heroicks as long as I have a 
Limb, if they be all fuch fine Men as this within. But 
hark, fure I hear fome coming. [Exit. 

[Plat Scene draws off, dif covers L. Lam. on a Couch, 
with Lovelefs, tying a rich Diamond-Bracelet abdut 
his Arm: a Table behind with Lights, on which 
a Velvet Cufhion, with a Crown' and Scepter covered. 

Lov. This Prefent's too magnificent : fuch Bracelets 
young Monarchs fhou'd put on. 

L. Lain. Perfons like me, when they make Prefents, 
Sir, muft do it for their Glory, not considering the Merit 
of the Wearer : yet this, my charming Lovelefs, comes 
fhort of what I ought to pay thy Worth ; comes fhort too 
of my Love. 

Lov. You blefs me, Madam 

L. Lam. This the great Monarch of the World once 
ty'd about my Arm, and bad me wear it, till fome greater 
Man fhou'd chance to win my Heart ; 
Thou art that Man whom Love has rais'd above him ; 
Whom every Grace and every Charm thou hall . 

522 V o L. I. Q Confpire 



338 The Round-Heads; or,, 

Confpire to make thee mightier to my Soul ; 
And Oliver, illuflrious Oliver, 
>. Was yet far fhort of thee. 

\_ Lov. H e was the Monarch then whofe fpoils I triumph in. 
^ L. Lam. They were defign'd too for Trophies to the 

young and gay. 

Ah, Lovelefs ! that I cou'd reward thy Youth 
With fomething that might make thee more than Man, 

As well as give the beft of Women to thee 

[Rifes, takes him by the Hand, leads him 
to the Table. Hejlarts. 

Behold this gay, this wondrous glorious thing. 

Lov. Hah — a Crown — and Scepter ! 
Have I been all this while 
So near the facred Relicks of my King ; 
And found no awful Motion in my Blood, 
Nothing that mov'd facred Devotion in me ? 

Hail facred Emblem of great Majefty, 

Thou that haft circled more Divinity 

Than the great Zodiack that furrounds the World. 

I ne'er was blefl with fight of thee till now, 

But in much reverenced Pictures [Rifes and bows. 

L. Lam. Is ; t not a lovely thing? 
Lov. There's fuch Divinity i'th' very Form on't, 
Had I been confcious I'd been near the Temple, 
Where this bright Relick of the glorious Martyr 
Had been enfhrin'd, ? t had fpoiPd my foft Devotion. 

; Tis Sacrilege to dally where it is ; 

A rude, a faucy Treafon to approach it 

With an unbended Knee : for HeaVns fake, Madam, 

Let us not be profane in our Delights, 

Either withdraw, or hide that glorious Object. 

L. Lam. Thou art a Fool, the very fight of this — 
Raifes my Pleafure higher : 
Methinks I give a Queen into thy Arms, 
And where I love I cannot give enough ; [Softly. 

Wou'd I cou'd fet it on thy Head for ever, 

'Twou'd not become my fimple Lord 
The thoufandth part fo well. 

[Goes to put it on his Head, he puts it off. 
Lov. Forbear, and do not play with holy things ; 
Let us retire, and love as Mortals fhou'd, 

Not 
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Not imitate the Gods, and fpoil our Joys. 

L. Lam. Lovely, and unambitious ! 
What hopes have I of all your promised Conftancy, 
Whilft this which poffibly e'er long may adorn my Brow, 
And ought to raife me higher in your Love, 
Ought to transform you even to Adoration, 
Shall poorly make you vanifh from its Luftre ? 
Methinks the very Fancy of a Queen . 
Is worth a thoufand Miftreffes of lefs illuftrious Rank. 

Lov. What every pageant Queen? you might from 
thence infer 
Fd fall in love with every little Adtrefs, becaufe 
She ac~ts the Queen for half an hour, 
But then the gaudy Robe is laid afide. 

L. Lam. I'll pardon the Comparifon in you. 

Lov. I do not doubt your Power of being a Queen, 
But truft,it wlltnotlaft. 

How truly brave would your great Husband be, 
If, whilft he may, he paid this mighty Debt 
To the right Owner ! 
If, whilft he has the Army in his Power, 
He made a true and lawful ufe of it, 
To fettle our great M after in his Throne ; 
And by an Ac\ fo glorious raife his Name 
Even above the Title of a King. 

L. Lam. You love me not, that would perfuade me 
from my Glory. 

Enter Gilliflower. 

Gill. Oh Madam, the Lords are all got merry, as they 
call it, and are all dancing hither. 

L. Lam. What, at their Oliverian Frolicks ? Dear 

Lovelefs, withdraw, I wou'd not give the fond believing 
Fool a Jealoufy of me. 

Gill. Withdraw, Madam ? 'tis impoffible, he mull run 
jufl into their Mouths. 

L. Lam. I'm ill at thefe Intrigues, being us'd to 
Lovers that Hill came with fuch Authority, that modeftly 

my Husband cou'd withdraw but Lovelefs is in danger, 

therefore take care he be not feen. 

Gill. Heav'ns ! they are coming, there's no Retreat — 

L. Lam. Lie down on the Couch and cover him 

you with the Foot Carpet So, give me my Prayer- 
Book. Q 2 [He 
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[He lies down on the Couch, they cover him with the 
Carpet : L. Lam. takes her Book, fits down on his 
Feet, and leans on the Back of the Couch reading ; 
Gill, flands at f other end, they enter dancing as 
before. 

What Infolence is this ? do you not hear me you — 

Sots — whom Gaiety and Dancing do fo ill become. 

War. [Singing.'] Welcome, Joan Sanderfon, welcome, 
welcome. [Goes to take her out,Jhe Jlrikes him. 

Wons, Madam, that's no part o'th' Dance. 

L. Lam. No, but 'tis part of a reward for your Info- 
lence, 

Which poffibly your Head fhall anfwer for 

Lam. Pardon him, my Dear, he meant no Difrefpecl 
to thee. 

L. Lam. How dare you interrupt my Devotion, Sirrah? 
Be gone with all your filthy ill-bred Crew. 

[Lam. fits down on Lov. 

Lam. My only Dear, be patient ; hah ! 

Something moves under me ; Treafon, Treafon ! 

[He rifes. 
[Lov. rolls off, and turns Lam. over, the refl of the 
Men run out crying Treafon, Treafon, overthrow- 
ing the Lights, putting 'em out. 
L. Lam. Treafon; Treafon ! my Lord, my Lord ! 
Lam. Lights there, a Plot, a Popifh Plot, Lights ! 
L. Lajn. The Crown, the Crown, guard the Crown ! 
[She groping about, finds Lov. by his Clothes, knows him. 
Here, take this Key, the next room is my Bed-cham- 
ber, 

Secure your felf a moment. [Ex. Lovelefs. 

Lights there, the Crown — who art thou ? 

[Takes hold of Lam. 
Lam. 'Tis I. 

L. Lam. Ah, my Lord,, what's the matter ? 

Lam. Nay, my Lady, I ask you what's the matter ? 
Enter Page with Lights. 
By Heaven, all is not well ; hark ye, my fine fhe Politi- 
cian, who was it you had hid beneath this Carpet ? 

L. Lam. Heav'ns ! doft hear him, Gillifiower ? Sure 
the Fellow's mad. 

Gill. Alack, my Lord, are you out of your honourable 

Wits? 
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Wits? Heavm knows, my Lady was at her Devotion. 

Lam. Baud, come, confefs thy felf to be one. At her 
Devotion ! yes, with a He Saint. 

Gill. Ah ! Gad forbid the Saints fhou'd be fo wicked. 

L. Lam. Hark ye, thou little fniveling Hypocrite, who 
haft no Virtue but a little Conduct in Martial Difci- 
pline ; who haft by Perjuries, Cheats, and pious Villanies, 
wound thy felf up into the Rabble's Favour, where thou 
mayft Hand till fome more great in Roguery remove thee 
from that height, or to the Gallows, if the King return : 
haft thou the Impudence to charge my Virtue ? 

Lam. I know not, Madam, whether that Virtue you 
boaft were loft, or only ftak't, and ready for the Gamefter ; 
but I am fure a Man was hid under this Carpet. 

L. Lam. Oh Heav'ns, a Man ! 

Gill. Lord, a Man ! Are you fure 'twas a Man, my 
Lord? 
Some villanous Malignant, 111 warrant. 

Lam. It may be fo. 

Gill. Alack, the Wickednefs of thefe Heroicks to hide 
under Carpets ; why they'l have the impudence to hide 
under our Petticoats fhortly, if your Highnefs take ? em 
not down. [To Lady Lam. 

Lam. I do believe fo ; Death — a Cuckold ? fhall that 
black Cloud fhade all my rifmg Fame ? 

L. Lam. Cuckold ! Why is that name fo great a 
Stranger to ye, 

Or has your rifmg Fame made ye forget 
How long that Cloud has hung upon your Brow ? 
— 'Twas once the height of your Ambition, Sir ; 
When you were a poor — fneaking Slave to Cromwell, 
Then you cou'd cringe, and fneer, and hold the Door, 
And give him every Opportunity, 
Had not my Piety defeated my Endeavours. 

Lam. That was for Glory, 
Who wou'd not be a Cuckold to be great ? 

If Cromwell leap'd into my Saddle once, 

Pll ftep into his Throne fort : but, to be pointed at 
By Rafcals that I — rule 'tis infupportable. 

L. Lam. How got this Fellow drunk ? call up my Offi- 
cers, 
Who durft deliver him this quantity of Wine ; 

Q 3 Send 
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Send flrait in my Name, to fummon all the drunken 
Committee of Safety into my Prefence. 

By Heav'n HI mow you, Sir yes they mail 

See what a fine King they're like to have 

In Honeft, Gadly, Sober, Wife Jack Lambert. 

—Nay, HI do't ; d'ye think to take away my Honour • 

thus ? 

I, who by my fole Politicks and Management 

Have fet you up, Villain of Villains, Sirrah. 

Away fummon 'em all. [To Gilliflower. 

Lam. Stay be not fo rafh ; who was beneath 

the Carpet? 

L. Lam. I will not anfwer thee. 

Lam. Nor any living thing ? 

L. Lam. No Creature in the Room, thou filly Ideot, 

but Gilliflower and I at our Devotion, praying to 

Heav'n for your Succefs to morrow— and am I thus re- 
warded ? " [Weeps ; Gill, weeps too. 

Lam. My Soul, I cannot bear the Sight of Tears 
From thefe dear charming Eyes. 

L. Lam. No matter Sir, the Committee fhall right me. 

Lam. Upon my Knees I ask thy Pardon, Dear ; by all 
that's good, I wou'd have fworn I'd felt fomething flir 
beneath me as I fat, which threw me over. 

L. Lam. Only your Brains turn'd round with too much 

drinking and dancing, Exercifes you are not us'd to 

go fleep, and fettle 'em, for I'll not deign to Bed with you 

to night retire, as e'er you hope to have my Aid 

in your Advancement to the Crown. 

Lam. I'm gone— and once more pardon my Miflake. 

[Bows, and goes out. [Ex Gill. 

L. Lam So, this fighting Fool, fo worfhipp'd by 

the Rabble, how meanly can a Woman make him fneak ? 

The happy Night's our own ■ [To Lovelefs. 

Enter Gill. Lovelefs. 

Lov. Excellent Creature, how I do adore thee ! 

L. Lam. But you, perhaps, are fatisfied already 

Lov. Never ; fhou'dft thou be kind to all Eternity. 
Thou haft one Virtue more, I pay thee Homage for ; I 
heard from the Alcove how great a Miflrefs thou art in the 
dear Myflery of Jilting. 

L. Lam. 
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L. Lam. That's the firft Leffon Women learn in Con- 
venticles, Religion teaches thofe Maxims to our Sex : by this 

Kings are deposed, and Commonwealths are ruVd ; 
By Jilting all the Univerfe is fooVd, 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

Street. 

Enter Corporal, half drejl ; with Soldiers, Joyner, and 
Felt-maker. 

Cor. TT A Rogues, the City-Boys are up in Arms ; 
£j_ brave Boys, all for the King now ! 
Felt. Have a care what you fay Sir ; but as to the City's 
being in Mutiny, that makes well for us : we fhall fall 
to our old Trade of plundering ; fomething will fall to 
the Righteous, and there is Plunder enough. 

Cor. You plunder Sirrah ! knock him down, and carry 
him into the Guard-room, and fecure him. 

[ Two Soldiers feize him. 

1 Sold. They fay the Committee of Safety fate all 

Night at General Lamberts, about fome great Affair 

fome rare Change, Rogues. 

2 Sold. Yes, and to put off Sorrow, they fay, were 
all right reverendly drunk too. 

Cor. I fuppofe there is fome heavenly matter in hand ; 
there was Treafon cried out at the General's laft night, 
and the Committee of no Safety all ran away. 

1 Sold. Or rather reel'd away. 

Cor. The Ladies fqueak'd, the Lords fled, and all the 
Houfe was up in Arms. 

Felt. Yea, and with Reafon they fay ; for the Pope in 
difguife was found under the Lady's Bed, and two huge 
Jefuits as big as the tall Iri/h-man, with Blunderbuffes ; 
having, as 'tis faid, a Defign to Heal the Crown, now in 
Cuftody of the General 

2 Sold. Good lack is't poffible ? 

Joyn. Nay Sir, 'tis true, and is't not time we look'd a- 
bout us ? 

Q 4 Corp. 
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Corp. A Pox upon ye all for lying Knaves fecure 

'em both on the Guard till farther Order and let us in- 
to th' City, Boys : hay for Lombard-Street. 

2 Sold. Ay, hay for Lombard-Street ; there's a Shop 
I have marked out for my own already. 

1 Sold. There's a handfom Citizen's Wife, that I have 
an Eye upon, her Husband's a rich Banker, I'll take t'one 
with t'other. 

Joyn, You are miftaken. Sir, that Plunder is referv'd 
for us, if they begin to mutiny ; that wicked City that is 
fo weary of a Commonwealth. 

2 Sold. Yes, they're afraid of the Monfter they them- 
felves have made. 

Enter Lov. and Free, in difguife. 
Corp. Hah, my noble Colonel ! what, in difguife ! 

Free. We have made our Efcapes ^and hope to fee 

better times fhortly, the noble Scotch General is come Boys. 
Enter Captain of the Prentices, and a great Gang with 
him, arm y d with Swords, Staffs, &c. 
Cap. Come, my Lads, fmce you have made me Cap- 
tain, I'll lead you bravely on ; I'll die in the Caufe, or 
bring you off with Victory. 

1 Pren. Here's a Club fhall do fome Execution : I'll 
beat out Hewfon's t'other Eye ; I fcorn to take him on 
the blind fide. 

Cap. In the firfl Place, we mufl all fign a Petition to my 
Lord Mayor. 

2 Pren. Petitions ! we'll have no Petition, Captain; we 
are for Club- Law, Captain. 

Copt. Obey, or I leave you. 

All. Obey, obey. 

Capt. Look ye, we'll petition for an honefl Free Par- 
liament I fay. 

I Pren. No Parliament, no Parliament, we have had 
too much of that Mifchief already, Captain. 

All. No Parliament, no Parliament. 

Capt. Farewel, Gentlemen, I thought I might have 
been heard. 

Free. Death, Sirs, you fhall hear the Captain out. 

All. We obey, we obey. 

Capt. I fay an honefl Free Parliament, not one pick'd 
and chofen by Faction ; but fuch an one as fhall do 

our 
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our Bus'nefs, Lads, and bring in the Great Heroick* 

All. Ay, ay, the Great Heroick, the Great Heroick. 

Lov. A fine Youth, and fhou'd be encouraged. 

Copt. Good — in the next Place, the noble Scotch Ge- 
neral is come, and we'll fide with him. 

Free. Ay, ay, all fide with him. 

1 Pren. Your Reafon Captain, for we have acled too 
much without Reafon already. 

2 Pren. Are we fure of him, Captain ? 

Capt. Oh, he'll doubtlefs declare for the King, Boys. 

AIL Hay, Vive le Roy, vive le Monk. 

Capt. Next, I hear there's a Proclamation coming out 
to diffolve the Committee of no Safety. 

All. Good, good. 

Capt. And I hope you are all brave enough to Hand to 
your Loyal Principles with your Lives and Fortunes. 

All. We'll die for the Royal Interefl. 

Capt. In the next Place, there's another Proclamation 
come out. 

2 Pren. This Captain is a Man of rare Intelligence ; 
but for what, Captain ? 

Capt. Why — to — hang us all, if we do not imme- 
diately depart to our refpective Vocations : How like you 
that, my Lads ? 

2 Pren. Hum hang'd ! I'll e'en home again. 

1 Pren. And I too, I do not like this hanging. 

2 Pren. A Man looks but fcurvily with his neck awry. 

3 Pren. Ay, ay, we'll home. 

Capt. Why now you fhew what precious Men you 

are the King wou'd be finely hop'd up with fuch 

Rafcals, that for fear of a little hanging would defert his 

Caufe ; a Pox upon you all, I here difcharge ye 

Take back your Coward Hands, and give me Hearts. 

[Flings 'em, a Scroul. 
I fcorn to fight with fuch mean-fpirited Rogues ; 
I did but try your boafted Courages. 

Lov. Brave Boy. 

Lov. and Free. We'll die with thee, Captain 

All. Oh, noble Captain, we recant 

1 Pren. We recant, dear Captain, we'll die, one and all. 

All. One and all, one and all. 

Capt. Why, there's fome trufting to you now. 

Q 5 3 Pren. 
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3 Pren. But is there fuch a Proclamation, Captain ? 

Capt. There is ; but anon, when the Crop-ear'd She- 
riff begins to read it, let every Man enlarge his Voice, 
and cry, no Proclamation, no Proclamation. 

All. Agreed, agreed. 

Lov. Brave noble Lads, hold flill your Refolution, 
And when your leifure Hours will give ye leave, 
Drink the King's Health, here's Gold for you to do fo. 

Free. Take my Mite too, brave Lads. [Gives 'em Gold. 

All. Hay ! Vive the brave Heroicks. 
Enter Ananias Gogle. 

Ana. Hum, what have we here, a Street Conventicle — 

or a Mutiny? Yea, verily, it is a Mutiny What 

meaneth this Appearance in hoflile manner, in open 
Street, by Day-light ? 

Capt. Hah ! one of the fanclify'd Lay Elders, one of 
the Fiends of the Nation, that go about like roaring 
Lions feeking whom they may devour. 

Lov. Who, Mr. Ananias the Padder ? 

Ana. Bear witnefs Gentlemen all, he calls me High- 
way-man ; thou fhalt be hang'd for Scandal on the Bre- 
thren. 

Lov. I'll prove what I fay, Sirrah ; do you not rob on 
the High-way i'th' Pulpit ? rob the Sifters, and preach it 
lawful for them to rob their Husbands ; rob Men even of 
their Confciences and Honefly? nay rather than fland out, 
rob poor Wenches of their Bodkins and Thimbles. 

Ana. I commit ye ; here Soldiers, I charge ye in the 

Name of of — marry I know not who, in my Name, 

and the good People of England, take 'em to fafe Cuf- 
tody. 

Capt. How, lay hold of honefl Gentlemen ! Noble 
Cavaliers, knock him down. 

All. Knock him down, knock him down. 

Free. Hold worthy Youths ; the Rafcal has done me 
Service. 

[Ana. pulling off his Hat to 'e7n all.] Ye look like Ci- 
tizens, that evil Spirit is entered in unto you, oh Men of 
London / that ye have chang'd your Note, like Birds of 
evil Omen ; that you go aflray after new Lights, or ra- 
ther no Lights, and commit Whoredom with your Fa- 
thers Idols, even in the midft of the Holy City, which 

of 
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the Saints have prepared for the Elect, the Chofen ones. 

Capt. Hark ye, Sirrah, leave preaching, and fall to de- 
claring for us, or thou art mortal. 

Ana. Nay, I say nay, I will die in my Calling- 



yea, I will fall a Sacrifice to the Good Old Caufe ; abo- 
mination ye with a mighty Hand, and will deftroy, de- 
molifh, and confound your Idols, thofe heathenifh Malig- 
nants whom you follow, even with Thunder and Light- 
ning, even as a Field of Corn blafled by a ftrong Blaft. 
Lov. Knock him down. 
All. Down with Dagon, down with him. 
Enter Hewfon with Guards. 
Hewf. Ah, Rogues, have I caught ye napping ? 

{They all ' fur round him and his Red-Coats. 
All. Whoop Cobler, Whoop Cobler. 

{The Boys, Lov. and Free. Corp. and Sold, beat off 
Hewfon. and his Party. An. gets a Sword, and 
fights y em. 

SCENE Changes to a Chamber. 

Enter L. Lam. and Gill. 

Gill. Pve had no time to ask your Highnefs how you 
ilept to Night ; but that's a needlefs Queflion. 

L. Lam. How mean you ? do you fufpect my Virtue ? 
do you believe Lovelefs dares attempt any thing againft 
my Honour ? No Gilliflower, he acted all things fo like 
a Gentleman, that every moment takes my Heart more 
abfolutely. 

Gill. My Lord departed highly fatisfied. 

L. Lam. She is not worthy of Intrigues of Love, that 
cannot manage a filly Husband as fhe pleafes — but Gilli- 
flower, you forget that this is Council day. 

Gill. No, but I do not, Madam, fome important Sui- 
tors wait already. 

Enter L. Def. and L. Fleetwood. 

L. La7n. Your Servant, Madam Desbro, thour't wel- 
come 

Gilliflower, are all things ready in the Council- Chamber ? 
We that are great mufl fometimes floop to Acts, 
That have at leaft fome fhew of Charity ; 
We mufl redrefs the Grievance of our People. 

L. Fleet. 
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L. Fleet. She fpeaks as fhe were Queen, but I fhall 
put a fpoke in her rifmg Wheel of Fortune, or my Lord's 
Politicks fail him. 

[Scene draws off. Table with Papers : Chairs round it. 

L. Lam. Where are the Ladies of the Council ? — how 
remifs they are in their Attendance on us ? 

L. Fleet. Us ! Heav'ns, I can fcarce endure this Info- 
lence ! 
• — We will take care to mind 'em of their Duty — 

L. Lam. We, poor Creature ! how fimply Majefly 
becomes her ? 

{They all fitting down, enter L. Cromwel angrily, 
and takes her Place, L. Lam. uppermofi. 
— Madam, as I take it, at our laft fitting, our Pleafure 
was, that you fhou'd fit no more. 

Crom. Your Pleafure ! Is that the General Voice ? 
This is my Place in fpite of thee, and all thy fawning 
Faction, and fhall keep it, when thou perhaps, malt be an 
humble Suppliant here at my Foot-flool. 

L. Lam. I fmile at thee. 

Crom. Do, and cringe ; 'tis thy bufmefs to make thee 
popular. 

But 'tis not that — nor thy falfe Beauty that will ferve thy 
Ends. 

L. Lam. Rail on : declining Majefly may be excus'd, 
Call in the Women that attend for redrefs of Grievances. 

\Ex. Page. 
Enter Page with Women, and Lovelefs drefs ^d as a 
Woman. 
Gentlewomen, what's your Bus'nefs with us ? 

Lov. Gentlewomen ! fome of us are Ladies. 

L. Lam. Ladies, in good time ; by what Authority, 
and from whom do- you derive your Title of Ladies ? 

L. Fleet. Have a care how you ufurp what is not your 
own? 

Lov. How the Devil rebukes Sin ! [Afide. 

L. Def. From whom had you your Honours, Women ? 

Lov. From our Husbands. 

Gill. Husbands, who are they, and of what (landing ? 

2 Lady. Of no long flanding, I confefs. 

Gill. That's a common Grievance indeed. 

L. Def. And ought to be redrefs'd. 

. L. La?n. 
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L. Lam. And that mall be taken into confideration ; 
write it down, Gilliflower, who made your Husband a 
Knight, Woman ? 

Lov. Oliver the firft, an't pleafe ye. 

L. Lam. Of horrid Memory ; write that down 

who yours ? 

2 Lady. Richard the fourth, an't like your Honour. 

Gill. Of fottifh Memory ; fhall I write that down too ? 

L. Def. Moft remarkably. 

Crom. Heav'ns ! Can I hear this Profanation of our 
Royal Family? 

L. Lam. I wonder with what impudence Noll and 
Dick cou'd Knightify your Husbands ; for 'tis a Rule in 
Heraldry, that none can make a Knight but him that is 
one ; 'tis Sancha Panchds Cafe in Don Quixot. 

Crom. How dare you queftion my Husband's Autho- 
rity ? \Rifes in Anger. 
Who nobly won his Honour in the Field, 
Not like thy fneaking Lord who gain'd his Title 
From his Wife's gay Love-tricks — bartering her Honour 
for his Coronet. 

L. Lam. Thou ly'ft, my Husband earn'd it with his 
Sword, braver and jufter than thy bold Ufurper, who wad- 
ed to his Glory- through a Sea of Royal Blood 

L. Def. Sure Lovelefs has done good on her, and 
converted her. 

L. Fleet. Madam, I humbly beg you will be patient, 
you'll ruin all my Lord's Defigns elfe — Women, proceed 
to your Grievances, both publick and private. 

L.ov. I petition for a Peniion ; my Husband, deceas'd, 
was a conftant aclive Man, in all the late Rebellion, a- 
gainft the Man ; he plundered my Lord Cape I, he betray'd 
his dearefl Friend Brown Bufhel, who trufted his Life in 
his Hands, and feveral others ; plundering their Wives 
and Children even to their Smocks. 

L. Lam. Moft conhderable Service, and ought to be 
confider'd. 

2 Lady. And moft remarkably, at the Trial of the late 
Man, I fpit in's Face, and betray'd the Earl of Holland 
to the Parliament. 

Crom. In the King's Face, you mean it fhew'd 

your Zeal for the Good Caufe. 

2 Lady. 
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2 Lady. And 'twas my Husband that headed the Rab- 
ble, to pull down Gog and Magog, the Bifhops, broke 
the Idols in the Windows, and turned the Churches into 
Stables and Dens of Thieves ; rob'd the Altar of the Ca- 
thedral of the twelve pieces of Plate call'd the twelve A- 
poftles, turn'd eleven of ; em into Money, and kept Ju- 
das for his own ufe at home. 

L. Fleet. On my Word, mofl wifely performed, note 
it down 

3 Lady. And my Husband made Libels on the Man 
from the firft Troubles to this day, defam'd and profaned 
the Woman and her Children, printed all the Man's Let- 
ters to the Woman with Burlefque Marginal Notes, pull'd 
down the fumptuous Shrines in Churches, and with the 
golden and Popifh Spoils adorn'd his own Houfes and 
Chimney-Pieces. 

L. Lam. We mall confider thefe great Services. 

Lov. To what a height is Impudence arriv'd ? 

L. Lam. Proceed to private Grievances. 

Lov. An't pleafe your Honours, my Husband prays 
too much ; which both hinders his private bus'nefs at 
home, and his publick Services to the Commonwealth — 

L. Lam. A double Grievance — fet it down Gillijiower. 

Lov. And then he rails againft the Whore of Babylon, 
and all my Neighbours think he calls me W T hore. 

Crom. A moll unpardonable fault. 

L. Lam. We'll have that rectify'd, it will concern us. 

Lov. Then he never kiffes me, but he fays a long Grace, 
which is more mortifying than inviting. 

L. Def. That is the fault of all the new Saints, which 
is the reafon their Wives take a pious care, as much as in 
them lies, to fend 'em to Heaven, by making 'em Cuck- 
olds. 

L. Fleet. A very charitable Work, and ought to be 
encourag'd. [Lovelefs gives in a Petition to Gilliflower. 

Gill. The humble Petition of the Lady Make-Jhift. 

{Reads. 

Heav'ns Madam, here are many thoufand Hands to't 

of the diftreffed Sex. 

All. Read it. 

Gill, reads.] Whereas there pafs'd an Act, June 24th, 
againft Fornication and Adultery, to the great detriment 

of 
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of moft of the young Ladies, Gentlewomen, and Com- 
monalty of England, and to the utter decay of many 
whole Families, efpecially when married to old Men ; 
your Petitioners moft humbly beg your Honours will 
take this great Grievance into mature Confideration, and 
the faid Act may be repealed. 
A Bleffmg on 'em,, they fhall have my Hand too. 

L. Lam. We acknowledge, there are many Grievances 
in that A61 ; but there are many Conveniencies too, for it 
ties up the villanous Tongues of Men from boafting our 
Favours. 

Crom. But as it lays a Scandal on Society 'tis trou- 

blefome, Society being the very Life of a Republick — 
Peters the firft, and Martin the fecond. 

Lov. But in a Free-State, why fhou'd we not be free ? 

L. Def. Why not ? we fland for the , Liberty and Pro- 
perty of our Sex, and will prefent it to the Committee of 
Safety. 

Lov. Secondly, we defire the Heroicks, vulgarly call'd 
the Malignant, may not be looked on as Monfters, for 
affuredly they are Men ; and that it may not be charg'd 
to us as a Crime to keep J em company, for they are ho- 
neft Men. 

2 Lady. And fome of 'em Men that will ftand to their 
Principles. 

L. Lam. Is there no other honeft Men that will do as 
well? 

3 Lady. Good Men are fcarce. 

L*. Lam. They're all for Heroicks, fure 'tis the mode 
to love 'em 1 cannot blame 'em. [Afide. 

Lov. And that when we go to Morning and Evening 
Lectures, to Tantlings, or elfewhere, and either before 
or after vifit a private Friend, it may be actionable for 
the wicked to fcandalize us, by terming of it, abufmg the 
Creature, when 'tis harmlefs recreating the Creature. 

All. Reafon, Reafon. 

Lov. Nor that any Husband fhou'd interrupt his Wife, 
when at her private Devotion. 

Enter Page. 

L. Lam. I have been too late fenfible of that Grie- 
vance. 

Gill. And, Madam, I wou'd humbly pray a Patent for 
Scolding, to eafe my Spleen. Page. 
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Page. An Pleafe your Highnefs, here's a Meffenger ar- 
riv'd Pofl with Letters from my Lord the General. 

[Ex. Page. 

L. Lam. Greater Affairs — oblige us to break up the 
Council. [Rifes, the Women retire. 

Enter Page with Meffengers, or Letters. 
What means this hafte ? [Opens, and reads 'em. 

Crom. Hah, blefs my Eye- fight, me looks pale, — now 
red again ; fome turn to his Confufion, Heav'n, I befeech 
thee. 

L. Lam. My Lord's undone ! his Army has deferted 
him ; 
Left him defencelefs to the Enemies Pow'r. 
Ah Coward Traytors ! Where's the brutal Courage, 
That made you fo fuccefsful in your Villanies ? 
Has Hell, that taught you Valour, now abandon'd ye ? 
— How in an inftant are my Glories fall'n ! 

Crom. Ha, ha, ha — What has your Highnefs any Caufe 
of Grief? 

Gill. Call up your Courage, Madam, do not let thefe 
things feoff you— you may be yet a Queen : Remember 
what Lilly told you, Madam. 

L. Lam. Damn Lilly, who with lying Prophecies has 
rais'dme to the hopes of Majefly : a Legion of his De- 
vils take him fort. 

Crom. Oh, have a care of Curling, Madam. 

L. Lam. Screech-Owl, away, thy Voice is ominous. 
Oh I cou'd rave ! but that it is not great ; 

And filent Sorrow has rnoft Majefly. 

Enter Warifton, huffing. 

War. Wons, Madam, undone, undone ; our ho- 
nourable Committee is gone to th' Diel, and 'the damn'd 
loofey Rump is aud in aud ; the muckle Diel fet it i'folt, 
and his Dam drink mofl fort. 

Crom. The Committee diffolv'd ! whofe wife work's 
that ? it looks like Fleetwood's filly Politicks. 

War. Marry, and yar Ladifhip's i'th' right, 'twas en 
the Work o'th' faud Loone, the Diel breft his Wem for't. 
Enter Hewfon, Desbro, Whitlock, Due. and Cob. 

Hew. So Brethren in Iniquity, we have fpun a fine 
Thred, the Rump's all in all now, rules the Roaft, and 
has fent for the General with Sciffers and Rafor. 

Whit 
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Whit With a Sifferaro, you mean. 

Hew/. None of your Terms in Law, good Brother. 

War. Right ; but gen ya have any Querks in Law, Mr. 
Lyar, that will fave our Crags, 'twill be warth a Fee. 

Due. We have plaid our Cards fair, 

War. I's deny that ; Wons, Sirs, ya plaid ? em faul ; 
a Fule had the fhooftling of 'em, and the Muckle Diel 
himfelf turn up Trump. 

Whit We are loft Gentlemen,, utterly loft ; who the 
Devil wou'd have thought of a Diffolution ? 

Hew/. Is there no Remedy ? 

Due. Death, I'll to the Scotch General ; turn but in 
time as many greater Rogues than I have done, and 'twill 
fave my Stake yet — — Farewel Gentlemen. 

De/ No Remedy ? 

War. Nene, Sirs, again the King's Evil ; Bread Sirs, 
ye's ene gan tol yar Stall agen : Fs en follow Duckenfield 
Farewel Mr. Lyar. 

L. Lam. See the Viciffitudes of human Glory. 
Thefe Rafcals, that but yefterday petitioned me 
With humble Adoration, now fcarce pay 
Common Civilities due to my Sex alone. 
Enter Fleetwood. 

Crom. How now Fool, what is't that makes you look fo 
pertly ? Some mighty Bufmefs you have done, 111 warrant. 

Fleet. Verily, Lady Mother, you are the ftrangeft Bo- 
dy; a Man cannot pleafe you — Have I not finely circum- 
vented Lambert? made the Rump Head, who have com- 
mitted him to the Tower ; ne'er Air now that I have, and 
I'm the greateft Man in England, as I live I am, as a 
Man may fay. 

Crom. Yes till a greater come. Ah Fool of Fools, not 
to fore-fee the danger of that nafty Rump. 

L. Fleet. Good Madam, treat my Lord with more 
Refpea. 

Crom. Away fond Fool, born with fo little Senfe, 
To doat on fuch a wretched Idiot ; 
It was thy Fate in Lreton's, days to love him, 
Or you were foully fcandaliz'd. 

Fleet. You are not fo well fpoken of neither, ne'er 
ftir now, and you go to that. I can be King to morrow 
if I will. 

23 V o L. I. Crom,, 
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Crom. Thou lyefl, thou wo't be hang'd firfl; mark 
that I tell thee fo. PU prove Cajfandra to thee, and pro- 
phefy thy Doom ; Heav'n pays the Traitor back with e- 
qual Meafure. Remember how you ferv'd my poor Son 
Richard. [Ex. Crom. and Page. 

Fleet. She's mad — Come, my Dear, let's leave the Houfe 
of this Villain, that meant to have cozen'd me illegally of 
three Kingdoms — but that I outwitted him at laft. 

[Ex. Fleet. L. Fleet. 
Enter Page. 

L. Lam. Imprifon'd too, i'th' Tower ! what Fate is 
mine ? [Leans on Def. 

Page. Madam, the fine Heroick's come to wait on you. 

L. Lam. Hah ! Lovelefs ! let him not fee the Ruin 
of my Greatnefs, which he foretold, and kindly begg'd 
I wou'd ufurp no more. 

Enter Lovelefs. (man, 

Lov. This News has brought me back, I love this Wo- 
Vain as fhe is, in fpite of all her Fopperies of State — 

[Bows to her, and looks fad. 

L. Lam. Alas, I do not merit thy Refpedl, 
Pm fall'n to Scorn, to Pity and Contempt. [ Weeping. 

Ah Lovelefs, fly the Wretched 

Thy Virtue is too noble to be fhin'd on 
By any thing but rihng Suns alone : 
Pm a declining Shade 

Lov. By Heaven you were never great till now ; 
I never thought thee fo much worth my Love, 
My Knee, and Adoiation, till this Minute. [Kneels. 

1 come to offer you my Life, and all 

The little Fortune the rude Herd has left me. 

L. Lam. Is there fuch God-like Virtue in your Sex? 
Or, rather, in your Party. 

Curfe on the Lyes and Cheats of Conventicles, 
That taught me firfl to think Heroicks Devils, 
Blood-thirfly, leud, tyrannick, falvage Monflers. 

But I believe 'em Angels all, if all like Lovelefs. 

What heavenly thing then mufl the Mafter be, 
Whofe Servants are divine? [Enter Page running?^ 

Page. Oh Madam ! all the heroick Boys are up in Arms, 

and fwear they'll have your Highnefs, dead or alive, 

they have befieg'd the Houfe. 

L. Lam. 
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L. Lam. Heav'ns, the Rabble ! thofe faithlefs 

things that us'd to croud my Coach's Wheels, and flop 
my Paffage, with their officious Noife and Adoration. 
Enter Freeman. 

Free. Lovelefs, thy Aid ; the City- Sparks are up ; 
Their zealous Loyalty admits no Bounds. (fac'd. 

A glorious Change is coming, and IT1 appear now bare- 

Lov. Madam, fear not the Rabble ; retire. Freeman. 
and I can flill 'em. [Leads her in, and bows low. 

Free. My dear Maria, I fhall claim ye fhortly — 

L. Def. Do yourworfl, Pm ready for the Challenge. [Ex. 

SCENE, The Street 

Enter Captain and the reft. 

Capt. I fay we'll have the She-Politician out, fhe did 
more mifchief than her Husband, pitiful, dittiful Lam- 
bert ; who is, thanks be prais'd, in the Tower, to which 
place Lord of his Mercy bring all the King's Enemies. 

All. Amen, Amen. 

Enter Lov. and Freeman. 

Lov. Why how now Captain, what befiege the Wo- 
men ! No, let us lead our Force to nobler Enemies. 

Capt. Nay, noble Chief, your Word's our Law. 

Lov. No, I refign that Title to the brave Scotch Ge- 
neral, who has juft now enter'd the City. 

Capt. We know it, Sir ; do you not obferve how the 

Crop-ear'd Fanaticks trot out of Town ? The Rogues 

began their old belov'd Mutiny, but 'twould not do. 

Lov. A Pox upon 'em, they went out like the Snuff of 
a Candle, ftinkingly and blinkingly. 

1 Pr. Ay, ay, let 'em hang themfelves, and then they 
are cold Meat for the Devil. 

Capt. But noble Champion, I hope we may have leave 
to roafl the Rump to night. 

Lov. With all our Hearts, here's Mony to make Fires — 

Free. And here's for Drink to't, Boys. 

All. Hey — Vive le Roy, vive les Heroicks ! 

[Go out hollowing. 
Enter Ananias peeping, Feltmaker, and Joyner. 

Ana. So, the Rabble's gone : ah Brethren ! what will 
this wicked World come to ? 

Felt. Alack, alack, to no Goodnefs, you may be fare : 

pray 
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tf pray what's the News ? [Fleet, peeping out of a Garret- 
Window. 

Fleet. Anania, Anania / 

Aita. Who calleth Ananias? lo, here am I. 

Fleet. Behold, it is I, look up. How'goeth tidings? 

Ana. Full ill, I fear 'tis a bad Omen to fee your Lord- 
fhip fo nigh Heaven ; when the Saints are Garretified. 

Fleet. I am fortifying my felf againft the Evil-Day. 

Ana. Which is come upon us like a Thief in the night ; 
like a Torrent from the Mountain of Waters, or a Whirl- 
wind from the Wildernefs. 

Fleet. Why, what has the Scotch General done ? 

Ana. Ah ! he playeth the Devil with the Saints in the 
City, becaufe they put the Covenant-Oath unto him ; he 
pulls up their Gates, their Polls and Chains, and enters. 

Felt. And wou'd the wicked City let him have his 
beaflly Will of her ? 

Ana. Nay, but fhe was ravifh'd — deflower'd. 

yoy. How, ravifh'd ! oh monflrous ! was ever fuch a 
Rape committed upon an innocent City ? lay her Legs 
open to the wide World, for every Knave to view her 
Nakednefs ? 

Felt. Ah, ah ! what Days, what Times, and what 
Seafons are here ? 

Enter Capt. Corp. and Prent. with Faggots hollowing. 

Corp. What fay you now, Lads, is not my Prophecy 
truer than Lilly's? I told you the Rump would fall to our 
handling and drinking for : the King's proclaimed, Rogues. 

Capt. Ay, ay, Lilly, a Plague on him, he prophefied 
Lambert mould be uppermoft 

Corp. Yes, he meant perhaps on Wejlminfter Pinacle : 
where's Lilly now, with all his Prophecies againft the 
Royal Family ? 

Capt. In one of his Twelve Houfes. 

i Pren. We'll fire him out to Night, Boy ; come, all 
hands to work for the Fire. [Ex. all hollowing. 

Fleet. Ah, difmal, heavy Day, a day of Grief and Woe, 
which haft bereft me of my hopes for ay. Lard, ah what 
fhall I do ? {Exit. 

SCENE, 
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SCENE, A Chamber. 

Enter Lov. leading L. Lam. in difguife, Page and 
Gilliflower dif guts' d, Lov. drejjing her. 

Lov. My Charmer, why thefe Tears, 
If for the fall of all thy painted Glories, 
Thou art, in the efteem of all good Men, 
Above what thou wert then ? 
The glorious Sun is rifmg in our Hemifphere, 
And I, amongft the crowd of Loyal Sufferers, 
Shall fhare its kindly Rays. 

L. Lam. Befl of thy Sex 

What have I left to gratify thy Goodnefs ? 

Lov. You have already by your noble Bounty, 
Made me a Fortune, had I nothing elfe ; 
All which I render back, with all that Wealth 
Heaven and my Parents left me : 
Which, tho unjuftly now detain'd from me, 
Will once again be mine, and then be yours. 
Enter Free. 

Free. Come, hafle, the Rabble gather round the Houfe, 
And fwear they'll have this Sorcerefs. 

Lov. Let me loofe among ; em, their rude officious 
Honefty muft bepuninYd. 

L. Lam. Oh, let me out, do not expofe thy Perfon to 
their mad Rage, rather refign the Victim. [Holds him. 

Lov. Refign thee ! by Heaven, I think I fhou'd turn 
Rebel firft. 

Enter La. Def. difguis'd, and Page, with Jewels 
in a Box. 

L. Def. With much ado, according to thy direction, 
dear Freeman, I have pafs'd the Pikes, my Houfe being 
furrounded ; and my Husband demanded, fell down dead 
with fear. 

Free. How, thy Husband dead ! 

L. Def. Dead as old Oliver, and much ado I got off 
with thefe Jewels, the Rabble fwore I was one of the Par- 
ty; and had not the honefl Corporal convinced 'em, I 

had been puird to pieces. Come hafte away, Madam, 

we fhall be roafled with the Rump elfe. 

L. Lam. 
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L. Lam. Adieu, dear Manfion ! whofe rich gilded 

Roofs fo oft put me in mind of Majefty And thou my 

Bed of State, where my foft Slumbers have prefented 

me with Diadems and Scepters when waking I have 

ftretch'd my greedy Arms to grafp the vanifh'd Phantom ! 
ah, adieu ! and all my hopes of Royalty adieu. 

Free. And dare you put your felf into my Protection ? 
Why if you do, I doubt you'll never be your own Woman 
again. 

L. Defi No matter, Pm better loft than found on fuch 
occafions. \_Exeunt. 

S C E N E, a Street ; a great Bonfire, with Spits, and 
Ru?nps roafling, and the Mobile about the Fire, with 
Pots, Bottles, Fiddles. 

i Pren. Here, Jack, a Health to the King. 

2 Pren. Let it pals, Lad, and next to the noble 
General. 

i Pren. Ralph, bafle the Rump well, or ne'er hope to 
fee a King agen. 

3 Pren. The Rump will bafle it felf, it has been well 
cram'd. 

Enter Freeman, L. Def. Lovelefs, and L. Lam. Gill. 
Pages, &c. 

Cap. Hah, Noble Champion, faith Sir, you mufl 
honour us fo far as to drink the King's Health, and the 
noble General's, before you go. 

Enter Wariflon, drefl like a Pedlar, with a Box 
about his Neck full of Ballads and Things. 

War. Will ya buy a guedly Ballat or a Scotch Spur, Sirs ? 

a guedly Ballat, or a Scotch Spur. 'Sbread, Ps fcapt 

hitherte weele enough, Ps fav'd my Crag fro ftretching 
twa Inches longer than 'twas borne : will ya buy a Jack- 
line to roafl the Rump, a new Jack Lambert Line ? 

or a blithe Ditty of the Noble Scotch General? — come 
buy my Ditties. 

Cap. How, a Ditty o'th' General ? let's fee't, Sirrah. 

War. 'Sbread, Sirs, and here's the guedly Ballat of the 
General's coming out of Scotland. 

Cap. Here, who fmgs it ? we'll all bear the bob. 

[Wariflon fmgs the Ballad, all bearing the Bob. 

Enter 
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Enter Ananias, crying Almanacks. 
Ana. New Almanacks, new Almanacks. 
Cap. Hah, who have we here ? Ananias, Holder-forth 
of Clemen fs Parifh? 

All. Ha, a Traytor, a Traytor. 

Lov. If I be not miflaken, this blithe Ballad-fmger too 
was Chair-man to the Committee of Safety. 
Cap. Is your Lordfhip turned Pedlar at laft ? 
War. What mon I do noo ? Lerd ne mere Lerd than 
yar fel Sir ; wons Ps fhow 'em a fair pair of Heels. 
[Goes to run away, they get him oh a Colt-ffaff, with 
Ananias on another, Fidlers playing Fortune my Foe, 
round the Fire. 
Cap. Play Fortune my Foe, Sirrah. 

Enter Hewfon, dreft like a Country Fellow. 
Cor. Who are you, Sirrah ? you have the mark o'th' 
Beafl. 
Hew/. Who ave Sir? Ave am a Doncer, that come 

merry-making among ya 

Cap. Come, Sirrah, your Feats of Activity quickly then. 
[He dances ; which ended, they get him on a Colt- 
Jlaff, and cry a Cobler, a Cobler. 
All. A Cobler, a Cobler. 

Cap. To Prifon with the Traytors, and then we have 
made a good Night's work on't. 

Then lefs all home, and to the Powers Divine 

Pray for the King, and all the Sacred Line. [Exeunt. 

EPILOGUE, 

Spoken by Lady Desbro. 

r T^HE Vizor's off, and now I dare appear 
X. High for the Royal Caufe in Cavalier ; 
Tho once as true a Whig as mofl of you, 
Cou'd cant, and lye, preach, and diffemble to : 
So far you drew me in, but faith I 3 11 be 
Revenged on you for thus debauching me : 
Some of your pious Cheats P 11 open lay, 
That lead your Ignoramus Flock affray : 

For 
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For fence I cannot fight \ I will not fail 

To exercife my Talent, that's to rail. 

Ye Race of Hypocrites, whofe Cloak of Zeal 

Covers the Knave that cants for Commonweal, 

All Laws, the Church and State to Ruin brings, 

And impudently fets a Rule on Kings ; 

Ruin, defiroy, all's good that you decree 

By your Infallible Presbytery, 

Profperous at first, in Ills you grew fo vain, 

You thought to play the Old Game o'er again : 

And thus the Cheat was put upon the Nation, \ 

Firfil with Long Parliaments, next Reformation, \ 

And now you hop'd to make a new Invafion : J 

And when you can't prevail by open Force, \ 

To cunning tickling Tricks you have recourfe, L 

And raife S edition forth without Remorfe. j 

Confound thefe curfed Tories, then they cry, [In a preach- 

Thofe Fools, thofe Pimps to Monarchy, ing tone. 

Thofe that exclude the Saints ; yet open th' Door, 

To introduce the Babylonian Whore. 

By Sacred Oliver the Nation's mad ; 

Beloved, 'twas notfo when he was Head: 

But then, as I have f aid it oft before ye, 

A Cavalier was but a Type of Tory. 

The Curs durfi then not bark, but all the Breed 

Is Much encreas' d fince that good Man was dead : 

Yet then they raiVd againfi the Good Old Caufe, 

Rail' d foolifhly for Loyalty and Laws ; 

But when the Saints had ptit them to afiand, 

We left them Loyalty, and took their Land: 

Yea, and the pious Work of Reformation 

Rewarded was with Plunder, Sequefiration. 

Thus cant the Faithful ; nay, they're fo uncivil, 

To pray us harmlefs Players to the Devil. 

When this is all th' Exception they can make, 

They damn us for our Glorious Mafier'sfake. 

But why 'gainft us do you unjufily arm f 

Our f mall Religion fire can do no harm ; 

Or if it do, fine e thafs the only thing, 

We will reform when you are true to th' King. 

The End of the Firft VOLUME. 



